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L 

Rethinks it is not unbefittii^ 

; that I, Geoffrey Bagod, albeit but 
I an humble member of the house 
■ ofBagod, should make known unto 
the world the story of her who was in her day 
the pride of that honourable house, inasmuch 
as the said story hath come to mine hand by 
means of one of those strange surprises whereby 
it ofttimes pleaseth Providence to bring to light 
the things which have been hidden, ay, and 
forgotten likewise. 

The decay of some portion of the tapestry at 
the entrance to this my chamber in the Castle 
of Dundrum, hath revealed to me a recess, 
unknown or unremembered hitherto, wherein, 
amid divers antiquities, some of greater some 
of lesser value, mine eye hath lighted upon 
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the " True Historie of the Tryals of Geraldine 
Bagod, writ by her loving cousin and friend, 
Philippa Rochfort." 

Now, it seemeth to me that in this accident 
I should read a command from heaven to 
make this her history more widely known, for 
the benefiting of the young maidens of this 
generation, and also for the retaining in re- 
membrance the honoured name of Bagod, once 
much beloved and revered in these parts ; but 
now, alas ! no longer heard, save when men 
speak of me, its unworthy and poverty-stricken 
possessor. 

Verily, it would take many hours and much 
labour to write of all the good and great deeds 
of the noble Lord Robert Bagod, the father of 
the fair Geraldine ; and it would ill beseem 
mine aged fingers to undertake a task which 
they could not perform. Whiles the young 
blood rushed forth like a mountain torrent 
through their veins, and whiles their grip was 
the firm grip of youth and strength, the sword 
was ever more familiar to them than the pen ; 
and if, in my later days, it hath seemed good 
unto Providence to bring upon the high house 
of Bagod such changes as have compelled me 
(one of its humblest members) to exchange 
my sword for the quill of a poor silly bird, 
verily mine shall not be the hand to offer 
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goose-quill service unto the brave old knight 
unto whom, whilst living, this hand did never 
present aught less worthy than a strong arm 
for his defence, or a cup of reaming wine for 
his refreshment. Yet, alas! the strength of 
these my fingers hath departed into oblivion 
together with the deeds of him their master ; 
and misfortune hath left unto their stiffened 
joints no better employment than that which 
rather befitteth monks and women. Ay, mine 
eye could drop tears on their shrivelled skin 
at the thought ; and yet 'twere a strange day 
when a tear should rise to the eye of Geoffrey 
Bagod, which hath never yet wept for sin or 
sorrow, for pity or remorse. Methinks I had 
liefer laugh at the task that lieth before mine 
unskilled hand. 

Truly, the damp of this ancient building 
hath in some degree marred the labours of the 
pious and discreet Philippa Rochfort, whilom 
Lady Abbess of the Nunnery of S. Mary de 
Hogges ; and already many of the leaves 
whereon she hath traced the story of her be- 
loved kinswoman are mouldering into dust, 
which is also all that remaineth of the once 
lovely Geraldine. Yea ! all doth turn to dust, 
both man and the works of his hands. Wherefore 
she also hath become dust by whom this tale 
was writ, as well as she whom it concerneth ; 
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albeit I do mind me that in the days of my 
youth she was still a woman of some come- 
liness, in whose eye the fire was not yet 
quenched, and on whose cheek the furrows 
were rather those of sorrow than of years. 
And truly this might well be, for she did num- 
ber no more than threescore years and five at 
the hour of her death, as the monument in the 
Abbey Chapel of S. Mary de Hogges doth 
testify ; whereas I, at the last Candlemas, did 
enter upon my fourscore and fifth year ; and, 
methinks, I can yet quaff a goblet with the 
merriest young knight within the Pale. 

But it were well that I should now permit 
the Lady Philippa to speak ; albeit the thought 
hath come to my mind, and that more than 
one time or even two, that this history would 
be better related in mine own words than in 
hers, I consulting her writing for the facts 
thereof. For verily women do ever use many 
words when unto the nobler sex a few would 
suffice. 

Nathless, my respect for all ladies, and my 
special reverence for the Lady Philippa, do 
incline me to have patience, and to present 
this history in the same form wherein I have 
received it ; neither adding thereto nor taking 
therefrom, save and except insomuch as the 
ravages of time and weather do make it need- 
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ful for me to add to the decaying lines for the 
better rendering of their meaning, or to omit 
such portions as may be altogether illegible. 

And whereas the Lady Abbess Philippa 
Rochfort was in her youth fair to look upon, 
and whereas she was learned above all ladies 
in her generation, I do the more willingly yield 
unto her (although she be now but dust) that 
whidi every woman loveth ; to wit, the longer 
speech, and the larger meed of praise. For 
verily when this book is re-writ, methinks it 
will be rather her book than mine, even though 
the labour will be entirely mine own. 

Yea, and the praise shall be hers ! For was 
it not she who did prepare the feast, and am 
not I merely her humble servitor to set it 
before the guests } 

Wherefore, without further preamble, I 
do now present unto you the writing of the 
Lady Abbess of the Nunnery of St. Mary de 
Hogges, born Mistress Philippa Rochfort. 





II. 

\T was at Candlemas, in the year of 
grace 1300, that I, Philippa Roch- 
fort, being an orphan, was brought 
by my kinsman, the Lord Robert Bagod de 
la Rath, to dwell with him in his Castle of 
Dundrum. The early days of mine or- 
phanhood had been passed under the loving 
care of my father's sister, that holy lady the 
Abbess of the Nunnery of S. Mary de Hogges. 
Bet despite her godly counsels and exhorta- 
tions, mine heart was wayward and froward, 
and did still rebel against the decrees of Him 
who doth alway appoint that which is for our 
well-being. My days were spent in sighs and 
my nights in sobs. I did use to weep and 
wail until my strength was well-nigh ex- 
hausted, imploring of my mother that she 
would return unto me. 

My father had departed this life whiles I 
was yet an infant ; wherefore I did only know 
him by report. Yet did he hold his place in 
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mine heart, by reason of a lance that had 
once been his, and which is the self-same that 
my mother bequeathed unto me. From the 
days of mine early infancy she had been wont 
to relate unto me how that when my father, 
the brave and good knight Sir Philip Rochfort, 
did go to the wars for the last time, I being 
then but a babe, he did press me to his 
breast, and did after that clasp my tiny hands 
around his lance, saying : " Thoughts of thee, 
sweet one, shall be ever with me, and with my 
life will I guard this lance which thy tender 
fingers have pressed Bind me a blue twist 
around the spot, mine own dear Rosamond ; 
thus shalt thou and our Philippa seem to be 
the less distant from me when I am gone." 

Then my mother did bind a blue twist 
around the lance, the which twist doth remain 
even unto this day, albeit its brightness hath 
departed. But thereby it hath only become 
the fitter memorial of that noble heart which 
did desire it, and of those loving hands which 
did twine it, sith their glory hath also de- 
parted. 

" Now God and our Lady bless and guard 
you, my loved ones !" were his parting words, 
after that he had tenderly embraced us ; and 
then he did depart. Yet within the space of 
one year he did return again, and for the last 
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time. For thus it was that he did return only 
to bid us farewell for evermore. Sick and 
wounded, he was borne to his home by his 
faithful esquire. He was laid upon his couch ; 
and, by his desire, his lance was put beside 
him. Then did he point with a smile to the 
blue twist, and did say, "I have faithfully 
guarded your honour and mine own, my loved 
ones." Then did he repeat his accustomed 
prayer, " God and our Lady bless and pro- 
tect you !" but he added thereto, "Yea, bless 
and protect you for evermore ; and comfort 
thee, mine own sweet Rosamond ! " 

My mother raised her ear from receiving 
this his whispered benediction, and she im- 
printed a kiss of love on the manly brow of 
her true knight and tender husband. Then 
did Father Anselmo pray. But lo ! the holy 
words were scarce ended ere death had al- 
ready come with gentle hand, to ease for ever 
the pain of the brave Sir Philip Rochfort. 

All this, and much more beside, would my 
mother ofttimes repeat unto me, and then she 
would show me the lance and the blue twist ; 
and ever with tears in her eyes. 

Yet did not I fully comprehend what must 
have been the greatness of her grief until that 
I myself was left alone, she being gone from 
me ; and that nought but the lance with its 
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faded blue was left to link me visibly with the 
noble-hearted Sir Philip Rochfort and his wife, 
the gentle Dame Rosamond, mine honoured 
parents. 

Wherefore when this loneliness came upon 
me, my sorrow was very great Yet did I 
many a time feel abashed that the godly 
counsels of the Lady Abbess should seem to 
be wasted ; and, at these seasons, I would 
endeavour to restrain my tears at night, and 
would even feign sleep when the steps of my 
loving kinswoman did sound in the corridor ; 
for which feigning Heaven giv^ me pardon ! 
I mind me how that she would enter softly, 
and how that when she deemed me sleeping, 
I could feel her eyes bent on me in tender- 
ness, and could hear her whisper, "Thank 
God for thee, my child, that He hath sent 
thee sleep. May His holy angels watch 
around thee, and guard thee from troubling 
dreams ! " 

Now it chanced on one night, on the which 
I did hear her thus whispering her benison, 
that mine heart did overflow towards her, 
smiting me grievously for that I was feigning 
towards her who had throughout all the long 
day been kind and forbearing unto me, her 
froward and .rebellious kinswoman. Where- 
fore I could not refrain myself, and did sud- 
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denly arise and fling mine arms around her, 
and did pray for pardon with many sobs and 
kisses. Methinks she was at the first some- 
what affrighted ; but she quickly recovered 
her wonted calm, and abode by the side of 
my pallet during the space of more than one 
hour, speaking unto me many words of com- 
fort and of love. 

On the morrow she advised me that she 
had writ by a trusty messenger unto my near 
kinsman, the Lord Robert Bagod de la Rath, 
to intreat of him that he would come shortly, 
and would conduct me to his Castle of Dun- 
drum, to dwell there with him and with my 
cousin the Lady Geraldine, his daughter. 
For, albeit very loth to part from me, the 
only child of her beloved brother, she deemed 
that it would be for my welfare to have the 
companionship of one so youthful and so gay 
of heart as was my cousin Geraldine. The 
Lord Robert Bagod had earnestly desired 
that I should have been placed under his 
guardianship immediately that my mother 
had deceased ; wherefore he was the more 
ready to accede unto the request of the good 
Lady Abbess. 

In three days after that the messenger had 
been despatched unto him, the .Lord Robert 
Bagod did appear before the gate of the Abbey 
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of S. Mary de Hogges, and in his train he had 
caused a litter to be brought, that thus I might 
travel with the less fatigue. 

Mine heart was filled with grief when I bade 
adieu to my loving kinswoman, and tears stood 
also in her eyes when she did kiss me, and did 
bless me. She bade me be of good comfort, 
seeing that this separation would tend to my 
well-being. She also bade me that I should 
return to her whensoever I might feel a desire 
to do so, saying that she must ever love me 
tenderly, and the more so, for that I was obey- 
ing her will in this present journey. With many 
loving counsels and embraces did she bid me 
farewell, and then she blessed me again. After 
which the Lord Robert Bagod and myself 
did depart, with all his retinue. 

Before nightfall we had reached the Castle 
of Dundrum. Methought the wind blew some- 
what bleak and chill from the neighbouring 
mountains ; nevertheless the cold air without 
did but make the welcome within to seem the 
warmer unto mine heart. 

There were dwelling at that time in the 
castle with the Lord Robert Bagod, his son 
Thonias and his daughter Geraldine, also his 
aged sister the Lady Eleanor, who had ruled 
his household for many years, his wife having 
deceased whiles that Geraldine was yet in her 
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cradle. My uncle's elder son, William, was at 
this season absent at the Court of England. 

I desired to behold none so much as my 
cousin Geraldine; and truly, when I looked 
upon her, I did love her. She numbered eigh- 
teen years, as did I. Verily, Nature had in- 
tended that we should be as sisters. The Lord 
Robert was proud of his sons ; but his heart 
yearned over his only daughter. Methinks I 
can never forget the tenderness of the gaze he 
would fix upon her when she would kneel be- 
fore him, as was her wont at such times as she 
desired some little favour. And he would 
ever reply in almost these words, "Child, 
child, wherefore entreat thus earnestly, when 
thou knowest that I can refuse thee nought } 
Is there not a light in thine eye and a sunbeam 
in thy smile like unto thy mother, albeit thou 
art not so fair as she } 'Tis my loved Geral- 
dine ; how can I say thee nay ? Alas ! mine 
only Geraldine now !" 

Then would he press his young daughter to 
his heart, and grant her whatsoever she listed, 
wild as the fancy of her wilful heart might be. 

The betrothal of my cousin Geraldine to 
Walter de la Brett, the younger son of Wil- 
liam de la Brett, Lord of Rathfarnham, had 
been celebrated at the last Christmastide. 
There was not a handsomer young knight 
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within the Pale. But he was at this season 
absent, wherefore I did not behold him until 
the days that my sorrow did come upon me, 
nor knew him save by Geraldine's discourse, 
and by the silver crucifix in her chamber 
brought for her by him from foreign parts, and 
placed in the wall of her chamber by his own 
hand. 

That said year of grace 1300 was a year of 
great peace and tranquillity. We dwelt in 
the Castle of Dundrum undisturbed by strifes 
and tumults. The wild men of Tiknok did 
truly make some raids upon us, robbing the 
Lord of Dundrum of sundry sheep and bul- 
locks ; yea, and committing divers thefts and 
wrongs ; but for the most part we abode in 
perfect security. Yea, so much so, that Geral- 
dineand myself would dare to walk unattended 
so far as the terrace, and even to the path that 
runneth by the side of the stream. We loved 
that path beyond all others : yet were our 
voices ever hushed, and our hearts did beat 
more quickly whensoever we traversed it, and 
methinks our enjoyment therein was for the 
most part in imagination. Geraldine was 
braver than I ; and in some of her wild moods 
she would sing aloud, and would even boast 
that she dreaded no man, were he of Tiknok 
or elsewhere. Notwithstanding, if a bird did 
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but so much as flutter its wings her song would 
cease, and her fleet foot would be ready to bear 
her back with speed to the closer precincts of 
the castle. 

The castle garden was our more common 
haunt, for there we had no doubts of our safety. 
Thither we repaired for a great portion of each 
day, both to cull flowers for the Lady Elea- 
nor's apartments, and also to discourse upon 
such subjects as are wont to have an interest 
for youthful maidens ; whilst ever and anon 
we would strike the lute and break forth into 
song. During those hours that we passed 
within the castle we did for the most part aid 
the good Lady Eleanor in the guiding of the 
household, or did sit at her feet to hearken 
to words of instruction from her lips. Of a 
truth she did show much forbearance towards 
our wilfulness, and did use to add many gay 
tales of the days of her youth unto her graver 
discourse, and was ever gentle and tender to- 
wards us ; wherefore our love for her was great, 
and we did deem the hours passed with her to 
be among the joys of our life. 

The country being thus peaceable at this 
time, we were enabled to venture forth for 
hawking, the which was a delight unto us all. 
Thomas, my cousin, was wont to say that he 
was proud to be esquire unto two such ladies. 
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Yet would he sometimes feign that he was 
aweary of our company, and that he had liefer 
ride with the Mistress Margaret Wogan, our 
kinswoman, the haughtiest maiden among all 
our kith. Moreover, she is the least comely : 
for hath she not a cast in her eye, the which 
doth mar whatsoever beauty she might other- 
wise boast ? 

Now it chanced on one day, on the which 
we had rode forth for hawking, that we did 
fall in with a large company from Rathfarn- 
ham, who had come forth upon the same 
errand. William de la Brett and his youngest 
brother, Geoffrey, were in the midst thereof, 
and were accompanied by many goodly 
knights and ladies, divers of whom were un- 
known to my cousins. One among these I 
must speak of more particularly ; not so much 
on the account of his own special merits, as 
for that he it was whose threads of life were 
hereafter to be closely interwoven with those 
of my sweet Geraldine. 

At the very instant in which mine eyes did 
light upon his noble form, the ditty of Geral- 
dine's old nurse did rush upon my memory 
with a foreboding of evil. These are the 
words thereof : 

Bagod's proud banner ne'er shall fall, 
Nor stranger-lord pace Bagod's hall, 
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Till foreign eye of darksome hue 

Shall droop 'neath Bagod's eye of blue ; 

Till foreign plumes shall bend to greet, 

And greeting, wave beneath her feet. 

But when a foreign plume and eye 

Shall sue to Bagod's chivalry. 

When Spaniard's pride shall lisp a prayer, 

To Bagod's daughter young and fair, 

Bagod, beware ! that evil hour 

Bringeth grief a guest to thine ancient tower. 

How it was I know not, but something 
within me did compel me to watch the bear- 
ing of this knight towards Geraldine. In 
truth, he was a marvellous handsome man, 
with his black, flashing eye, and his raven 
hair. He doffed his plumed hat to Geraldine, 
and did bend him so low that its feathers did 
all but touch the dust beneath her feet. Also 
he made his greeting unto myself, with a most 
courtier-like air. After which he did press 
forward to the side of Geraldine, betwixt her 
and the young Geoffrey de la Brett, with 
whom she had been speaking. Geoffrey 
coloured with annoyance ; for, in the absence 
of Walter, he ever deemed it his especial privi- 
lege and duty to attend upon his brother's 
mistress. With the flush still warm upon his 
boyish cheek, he rode round unto her other 
side. His anger disturbed not the foreign 
cavalier. Thomas and myself, who rode side 
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by side, could hear him amusing Geraldine 
with tales of the court, and relating unto her 
sundry anecdotes of tourneys in which he had 
borne a part ; and Geraldine*s merry laugh 
bewrayed that he knew how to make the time 
pass gaily. 

Our sport was good upon that day. Yet 
did we not return so blithe as we had set out. 
On a sudden, my cousin Thomas and myself 
became aware that all was not right betwixt 
Geraldine and her attendant cavaliers. They 
were somewhat in advance, when, of a sudden, 
we did hear an exchange of hot words be- 
twixt the stranger knight and young Geoffrey 
de la Brett. Then Geraldine turned her pal- 
frey towards us, and they forthwith did like- 
wise. A smile of scorn was still curling the 
Up of the knight, and Geoffrey's eye was flash- 
ing. Neither was Geraldine's voice altogether 
untroubled when she spake. 

" Methinks," quoth she to me, " Methinks, I 
have quite neglected thee, my fair cousin ; 
amid our prating I did not perceive that thou 
wert left so far in the rear. Prithee, good 
brother, make space for me by the side of our 
dear Philippa ; and go thou and hear of Don 
Amador de Puerto-Carrero his tidings touch- 
ing our aforetime playmate, Eustace Brades- 
ton. He hath seen him of late, and can tell 

c 
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thee many things concerning him. Geoffrey, 
do thou ride near our cousin ; she is less bold 
than I, and doth more urgently need the aid 
of an esquire. Prithee, carry her falcon for 
her ; she is pale and weary." 

Geoffrey obeyed in silence. Methought he 
was but ill -pleased : nathless, the flush of 
anger faded from his brow when he perceived 
how that he was to be permitted to remain 
nearer unto Geraldine than was the stranger 
knight. 

When we had reached the castle, and had 
retired to our apartments, I inquired of Geral- 
dine what had befallen her. She made answer 
that her falcon had become entangled in its 
jesses, and that Don Amador de Puerto- 
Carrero had desired to disentangle it ; but 
that Geoffrey had exclaimed, "Nay, Geral- 
dine, is not that my privilege } am I not your 
esquire.^" 

Geraldine then proceeded : Ere I could 
reply, the stranger knight spake, saying in a 
light tone, "The esquire's privilege ceaseth 
when the Lady Geraldine Bagod hath a 
knight at hand to do her service." "Nay, 
truly, knight or no knight," retorted Geoffrey 
warmly, "it is my sole privilege to attend 
upon the lady Geraldine during the space of 
three years and a day, and I will as little 
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yield it up for the day as for the years." The 
knight laughed, and disengaged my bird. 
Whereupon Geoffrey waxed angry, and said, 
*'Thou shalt account to me for this, Don 
Amador de Puerto-Carrero. I suffer no man, 
be he knight or other, to usurp the privilege 
which the Lady Geraldine hath granted unto 
myself alone." " And I suffer not bearded 
man, far less beardless boy, to interfere with 
me," retorted the knight haughtily. Upon 
this I did interpose, and bade them that they 
should not anger each other, for that if they 
did, I would ride no further in the company 
of either of the twain. " The behests of the 
Lady Geraldine Bagod must ever be held 
sacred by Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero," 
replied he of the black plume ; " wherefore I 
swear from henceforth to be her true knight." 
" Nay," cried Geoffrey, " that thou canst not 
and mayest not be." " I shall not crave thy 
permission, boy," burst forth the knight, with 
kindling eye. " Upon this," continued Geral- 
dine, " I did again interpose. * He speaketh 
truth,* I said ; ' and moreover, the knight that 
weareth my token loveth not disputings any 
more than I, mine own self* Upon this, I 
did turn my palfrey*s head towards thee and 
my good brother. The knight then cried, * It 
is enough ! I do proclaim peace between us. 
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boy !' I turned me to look at Geoffrey. He 
was at the point to speak ; but his eye meet- 
ing mine he restrained himself. This is all, 
sweet cousin ; yet, I tell thee truly, I love not 
the look of this stranger. He hath a fire in 
his eye and a curl on his lip, either of which 
would suffice to betoken him a man of dark, 
wild mind. I fear me, that an his temper 
were aroused it would burst forth like a long 
pent-up torrent, that recklessly destroyeth all 
before it. Ere they departed e'en now, I did 
obtain from Geoffrey a promise that he would 
not dispute further with him of the black 
plume, and that he would withdraw him from 
his company in so far as he should have the 
power to do so." 

" I feared that thou wast vexed, my peace- 
loving cousin," I replied. "Verily, I love 
this knight as little as thou dost I trust we 
shall see no more of him. I wonder not that 
Geoffrey was angered." 

"And whoso angereth Geoffrey angereth 
me also," quoth Geraldine. " But let us haste 
to prepare for our hour with the Lady Eleanor. 
She loveth not to be long a-waiting." 

We spake no more of the dispute of the 
day, nor of the stranger knight. Yet did his 
form arise before my vision more than once, 
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or even twice, during that night, and at each 
time in some scene of confusion or alarm. 

Wherefore when I awaked in the early 
morning, I felt myself to be unrefreshed, and 
mine heart was oppressed. 




III. 




'HEN I descended to the hall on the 
morrow, the Lady Eleanor was trou- 
bled at my pallor, wherefore, so soon 
as the morning repast was ended, she bade that 
Geraldine and myself should go forth amid 
our flowers. We were nothing loth. 

The morning breeze was a-blowing fresh 
from the hills, and the air around us was fra- 
grant with the perfume of the flowers. We 
culled fresh buds wherewith to adorn the apart- 
ments of the Lady Eleanor, as well as those 
which pertained unto ourselves ; and we dis- 
coursed now merrily, now gravely. At the 
last, we did seat us beneath the shadow of a 
large tree. Then did I unburden my mind, 
and acquaint Geraldine with the uneasiness 
of my dreams. She broke forth into one of 
her gay laughs as she replied : 

" Of a truth, sweet cousin, I had not deemed 
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thee to be of a nature so easily perturbed^ Let 
not dreams of this dark knight chase the bloom 
from thy cheeks, or verily my displeasure 
against him shall be even greater than when 
he did rufHe the temper of my stout-hearted 
champion, little Geoffrey." 

As she spake these words, the dog at her 
feet gave utterance to a low growl, which 
caused us to look up, and lo ! the stranger 
knight himself was seen approaching. He was 
engaged in earnest discourse with the Lord 
Robert Bagod de la Rath, The warm blood 
mounted into Geraldine's cheek. 

" In good sooth," quoth she, " thy dreams 
have brought us ill-luck, Philippa. What can 
Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero want with my 
father ? and wherefore cometh he hither ?" 

Ere I could make reply, they were already 
by our side, and mine uncle spake thus : 

" I am conducting a penitent unto thee, Ge- 
raldine, albeit I know not wherein his offence 
doth consist. He speaketh of having angered 
thee by some discourtesy that he did show 
unto young Geoffrey in thy presence. I have 
assured him that thou art not wont to be un- 
forgiving, and I have brought him unto thee, 
that he may be received again into thy favour." 

" I have nought to forgive, dear father," an- 
swered Geraldine, with a haughty bow towards 
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the stranger knight. " If it seemed well unto 
Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero to play at ban- 
terings with a boy, and to carry them so far 
as that I deemed it my devoir to come to 
the rescue of the weaker one, and under cover 
of my protecting shield to bear him into a 
place of safety, — if this seemed well unto the 
Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero, methinks 
that he, having been left by me to fight with 
empty air, and having cried for peace after my 
brave champion, hath no need to crave pardon 
of me, but rather of his own knightly honour." 

"Nathless, most fair Lady Geraldine," re- 
plied Don Amador, bending low, " I do crave 
forgiveness of thee for that I did not restrain 
my tongue whiles that I was in thy presence, 
but did utter words which drave thee to take 
refuge with thy cousin/* 

*'No man ever yet dared to say that he 
drave the Lady Geraldine Bagod," retorted 
Geraldine, haughtily. " She goeth no-whither 
save of her own free will." 

The knight made as though he heard not 
this rebuke, and continued, "The darkness 
which did fall upon mine heart, sweet lady, at 
thy departure from me was my well-merited 
punishment. Wherefore, sith I have now been 
doing penance during many long hours, I do' 
once more entreat for pardon and for a re- 
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storation to the sunshine of the Lady Geral- 
dine's favour." 

" It is not my wont," she answered, coldly, 
"to mingle in childish wranglings ; yet I choose 
not that Geoffrey should be concerned in them. 
I tell thee again, Don Amador de Puerto-Car- 
rero, that there is nought to forgive. Thou 
makest overmuch of a trifle ; and an thy mind 
be thus easily perturbed, thou wouldest do well 
in the future not to bandy words with a warm- 
hearted and warm-tempered boy." 

Don Amador coloured, as with a slight curl 
of the lip he made reply: ^^ Little Geoffrey is 
highly favoured in that he may shelter himself 
under such powerful protection. And dost 
thou enact the part of guardian goddess unto 
all of his name, fair lady V 

" Unto all that need it," answered Geral- 
dine, not deigning to heed the tone in which 
he spake. "There be some whose arm can 
well defend their rights ; and little Geoffrey's 
will not be the weakest among them when he 
attaineth man's estate." 

The Spanish knight frowned, but gave no 
reply. 

Meantime the Lord Robert Bagod had been 
talking with me. Truly I had answered much 
at random, for I could not but listen to the 
other twain. My uncle also did at the last 
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perceive that somewhat was wrong betwixt 
them ; wherefore he turned from me, saying : 

" Of a truth, Sir Knight, it seemeth a hard 
matter for thee to obtain absolution. Thou 
hast been making a long shrift. Sith then, 
thou hast failed in obtaining forgiveness after 
due confession and penance (for, methinks, 
thou didst e'en now say somewhat of penance 
performed), perchance it were well that thou 
shouldest make trial if so be that good cheer 
may aid thee with the fair holder of grace. It 
may be that the flavour of an haunch and the 
perfume of a flask of Burgundy may open her 
heart. Wherefore I entreat of thee. Sir Knight, 
that thou wouldest permit thy charger to be 
taken unto a stall for provender, and that thou 
wouldest thyself partake of the hospitality of 
this our poor castle. My son Thomas did 
truly ride forth at early morn, and I know not 
at what hour he will return ; yet will I and the 
ladies of mine household do our endeavour to 
make the hour pass in such a manner as that 
thou shalt not feel it to be wearisome." 

Verily Don Amador accepted the invitation 
with a warmth that bewrayed how earnest had 
been his desire to receive it. He quitted us 
on the instant to give some orders to one of 
his attendants, and we did withdraw to the 
castle to acquaint the Lady Eleanor with the 
arrival of our guest. 
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He appeared again in the hall when that 
the table was spread He had, at the first, 
seemed unto me to be a man of great comeli- 
ness, but now even more so than before. His 
locks were of the hue of the raven's wing ; his 
eyes black and lustrous, and his figure gave 
tokens of high birth, uniting strength with 
grace in a rare manner. He wore a doublet 
of murrey colour, the which was slashed with 
white, and broidered with black, and its 
fastenings were knoppes of gold, each con- 
taining a jewel in the centre. His belt also 
was studded with brilliant gems, and its buckle 
was of one rich ruby of exceeding beauty. 
His high cap was of sad-coloured silk, richly 
broidered with black, and adorned with a twist 
of gold. The hilt of his sword was enriched 
with jewels. Cast carelessly over his shoulders 
was a rich silken mantle of the same sad 
colour with his cap : it also was broidered with 
black ; the nouche that fastened it was of one 
pure sapphire. In his right hand he did carry 
gloves of a most delicate hue. Mine admi- 
ration of him was very great, albeit withal 
there did lurk in his eye an expression that 
caused me to fear him. 

During the repast he devoted himself much 
to the Lady Eleanor, whereby he won for 
himself her favour. For it was her wont ever to 
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look kindly on such knights as were courteous 
and deferential in their demeanour towards 
the aged, saying that he must be a very churl 
who could be discourteous to the young and 
fair ; but that few, even of high-born knights, 
knew how to be graceful in their courtesies to 
the elder dames. 

He related unto us many pleasant histories 
of his own country, and also many wondrous 
tales that he had heard during the time that 
he had passed in that part of Spain which 
men do call Grenada. Among these latter 
was the mournful tale of the Lily of Ummaiya, 
whereat we were all greatly touched. He did 
also tell us many strange things of the palace 
of the Moorish kings, which, albeit that it is 
not yet completed, doth appear rather to 
resemble an abode for genii, and for fairies, 
than for mortals of flesh and blood. And, in 
sooth, whiles that he did discourse of its 
courts, its halls, its galleries, and of its foun- 
tains and its flowers ; and whiles that he did 
speak of the land in the which it is situate, 
and how that it aboundeth in fertile plains, in 
mountains, and in rivers ; also in gardens 
where the orange, the citron, and all manner 
of delicious fruits, do give pleasure to the eye 
and to the palate; and whiles that he did 
recount all the rare precious stones that lie 
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within the bosom of these mountains, verily 
he did appear unto me like unto some heaven- 
descended prince, or a being of some other 
earth than ours. My wonder and mine admi- 
ration did continually increase, and my gaze 
was riveted upon him. He had thrown off 
his cap and mantle, and I could perceive the 
warm blood rush to his manly brow, whiles 
that in speaking of his native land, his ardour 
and excitement grew more and more eager. 
I could not withdraw mine eyes from his 
countenance. Yet afterward I minded me 
how that he had not heeded mine eager 
interest in all that he spake ; but that ever 
and anon, his eye had wandered stealthily to 
Geraldine, whiles that at her slightest word, he 
had readily begun some fresh tale of wonder. 

After a while mine uncle took up the speech, 
" Didst thou, Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero, 
ever chance to meet with a noble knight, a 
fellow-countryman of thine own, one Don 
Pedro de la Carra ?" 

"Ay, truly!" replied Don Amador. "I 
have received much kindness from him ; also 
his son, Don Luis, was my brother-in-arms 
throughout the space of one whole year." 

"And how fareth the good knight ?" 

" He hath been at the point of death, my 
lord, but was somewhat recovered when I did 
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last visit him at Burgos. It was after a con- 
flict betwixt his son Don Luis and Sir Gasper 
de la Brett, that I did at the first become 
acquaint with the latter, who did commend me 
to his cousins at the castle of Rathfarnham, 
when that he had learned that it was my desire 
to visit this country of Ireland." 

"Don Pedro was a brave knight and a true, 
a brave knight and true," quoth the Lord 
Robert. " May be, thou hast also heard tell 
of that great warrior, Sir Alain de Pinconset.^" 

"Nay," answered Don Amador, "the name 
of this knight is unknown to me." 

" A brave knight likewise," continued mine 
uncle, appearing scarce to hear the reply of 
the Spaniard. " By my halidom ! how gal- 
lantly he bare him at the tournay at Alnwick, 
when he did win the hand of the Lady Florinda. 
Ay! and Guy Percy was not one to allow 
the hand of his fair cousin to be lightly won. 
I did tilt there mine own self ; and, methinks, 
if any had a chance in the lists, 'twas Robert 
Bagod. What a thrust that was wherewith I 
did cause Sir Alain to reel in his saddle ! Ha ! 
ha ! had I but thrust the second time ! " 

" Thou wouldest, I doubt me not, have won 
the day, and the lady also," said Don Amador. 

"The day I might have won, but not the 
lady. I did but enter the lists for fame, and 
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I did bring into them the token of a dearer 
in mine helmet, and the image of a fairer in 
mine heart. Ay ! ay ! those were blithe days 
and merry : the world hath grown heavy and 
dull since then." 

A cloud overspread the countenance of 
mine uncle. The Spanish knight sought to 
dispel it by a respectful request that the Lord 
Robert Bagod would deign to relate some- 
what more of his youthful adventures. 

"Nay, nay!" the old knight made answer 
with a smile ; "the tongue of age is prone to 
prate too tediously, and too slowly, for the 
forbearance of youth. Yet, since it pleaseth 
thee, most courteous Don Amador de Puerto- 
Carrero, to take some interest in the reminis- 
cences of an old man, methinks I will e'en 
relate unto thee an adventure in which I did 
myself play no mean part. 

" I pray thee, do so, my lord." 

The Lord Robert Bagod then spake thus : 

"In the year of grace 1256, I being then 
but young, and wandering about in quest of 
adventures with my loved companion and 
brother in all ambitious desires, Richard de 
Verdon, we did light one day upon a fair lady, 
who, together with her aged father, had been 
robbed by some villains whiles making their 
journey towards the Castle of Kenilworth. 
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The plunderers had caught a glance of us in 
the wood ; and not being able to perceive of 
how many our party did consist, they did flee, 
and, by my halidom ! they did leave the poor 
old gentleman and his daughter affrighted 
nigh unto death. Their attendants also were 
in great alarm. The old gentleman, after 
that he had thanked us for rescuing him and 
his beloved daughter from such ruthless hands, 
did inform us that they were proceeding to 
the Castle of Kenilworth, there to tarry for a 
while with the Earl Leicester. Moreover, he 
besought us that we would accompany them 
thither, assuring us that we should receive 
a hearty welcome from the great Earl. 
He did also inquire of us concerning our 
country and our birth. And when that we had 
replied, and that we had told him of our 
parentage and our names, and wherefore we 
were at the present roaming abroad, he grew 
all the more urgent, saying that the great 
Earl of Leicester, the Lord of Kenilworth, was 
wont ever to be hospitable and kindly dis- 
posed towards aspiring young spirits. Where- 
fore we joined ourselves unto their company, 
nothing loth. And of a truth, we fared even 
better than Sir Roger de Beaulieu had said. 
He presented us unto the Earl of Leicester as 
the preservers of his beloved Amabelle and 
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himself from a deadly peril ; and verily, in his 
recounting of the rescue, and of the manner in 
which we twain had put to flight the band of 
robbers, he did draw somewhat upon his 
imagination. Not but what we had borne 
ourselves right gallantly, and would have 
fought with double the number ; ay, and have 
put them to flight also, if so be that the chance 
had come to us. Such splendour asre igned 
in the Castle of Kenilworth I had never be- 
held. Moreover, there were abiding there 
many lords and knights, and many fair ladies 
from all parts of the world. Verily, I mind me 
even now how the halls did seem to glitter 
with brightness, as they passed to and fro 
arrayed in gorgeous raiment, and adorned 
with sparkling gems. But I weary you. Sir 
Knight, with my long speech." 

"Nay," quoth Don Amador, courteously, 
"that could not be, my lord. Tales of fair 
ladies and of brave men weary me never." 

"And of a truth," continued the Lord 
Robert, " this is a tale of beauty, for among 
the ladies gathered together at that time was 
one most lovely. She was the Lady Rosalie 
de Couci. We were presented unto her, and 
methought she did seem to look upon us with 
a favour above that which she did accord unto 
many of the knights who were assembled 

D 
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there. She spake graciously unto us both, 
and I mind me how that me she did invite to 
take part with her in the game of chess. On 
the morrow, a * passage of arms ' was an- 
nounced. The Lady Rosalie was elected to be 
the Queen of that day. Whereupon she did 
say with a gay smile, * Sith my noble cousin 
hath provided a golden crown and a jewelled 
girdle for the two knights who shall bear 
away the chiefest honours of this day, I will 
bestow mine own crimson scarf upon him 
of these twain who shall prove the victor 
over his brother in these chief honours. 
Richard would have it that she did glance 
towards him while she thus spake ; but, me- 
thought, it was rather upon me that her eye 
did rest. I mind me to this day how splen- 
didly the lists were decorated ; how gay were 
the pavilions which surrounded them ; how, 
above all, the pavilion set apart for the ladies 
did glitter with gold and silver broider-work. 
The Lady Rosalie was mounted on a milk- 
white palfrey. She did ride the first of all 
the ladies ; and did lead by her silver chain 
the noble Earl of Leicester. Her attire was 
of crimson and white, and the crimson scarf 
was twined around her arm. Both Richard 
de Verdon and I did enter the lists ; and, in 
good sooth, the contest of the day would have 
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lain betwixt us twain, but that, by some evil 
chance, Richard did lose his stirrup in an en- 
counter with Sir Bernard de Bellebourne ; and 
also that a knight from Flanders, Sir Herman 
de Bacqueghen by name, did come against 
me. Some did say that we were well matched 
in size and age ; but, verily, that could not 
be, for his arm did appear unto me to be of 
the largeness of mine own thigh, and his 
stature like unto that of the Philistine of old. 
Yet, withal, by my halidom ! did not I cause 
him to swerve in his saddle ? and did I not all 
but strike his visor? Albeit in the end, I, 
being but a boy, was worsted. Nevertheless 
this Sir Herman de Bacqueghen did not bear 
away the crimson scarf of the Lady Rosalie. 
It was a knight from Brittany who did wear 
it at the evening banquet. His name hath 
escaped from my mind." 

** And what were the events of that day on 
which thou didst win the honours, my noble 
host ?" inquired Don Amador, who, it seemed 
unto me, was growing aweary of this long 
tale, despite his endeavours to appear amused. 

*' I will tell thee of them anon," mine uncle 
did make answer. " On the morrow the Earl 
of Leicester spake unto his young kinswoman, 
the fair Amabelle de Beaulieu, saying : * Me- 
thinks, sweet cousin, that sith thou wast res- 
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cued and conducted hither in peace by two 

young knights, of whom men do say that they 

did win their spurs bravely, it were fitting 

that thou shouldest afford them an occasion 

in which to strive for a token of thy gratitude. 

Wherefore, we do elect thee to be the Queen 

of this day, in the hope that, according to the 

pattern of the Lady Rosalie, thou wilt award 

a prize of thine own. It may be that one of 

these young knights may win it/ The Lady 

Amabelle de Beaulieu blushed as she made 

answer thus: — 'Thou doest me too great 

honour, my Lord of Leicester; natheless, that 

I may prove my gratitude to these brave 

knights. Sir Robert Bagod and Sir Richard 

de Verdon, I will obey thy behests ; and I 

will bestow upon the victor of this day a 

girdle of blue and silver, which these poor 

fingers have wrought. Now it chanced on 

this day that Sir Herman de Bacqueghen was 

sick, and unable to leavp his couch. I did go 

to visit him in his chamber, where he lay ex-i 

tended on his couch, foaming with rage for 

that he was unable to arise and to contend for 

the blue and silver girdle wrought by the 

slender fingers of the Lady Amabelle, and 

dearer unto his soul than all the scarves which 

the Lady Rosalie might bestow. I sate by 

his side for a while, and when I quitted him I 
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gave a promise to return so soon as the 
" passage of arms " should have ended, and to 
relate to him the events of the day. The lists 
were decorated anew, and the pavilions were 
adorned with magnificence as great as that of 
the day before. Richard de Verdon did strive 
eagerly for that which was even as dear unto 
him as unto the knight of Flanders, and the 
chances of the day did seem to favour him. I 
also had vanquished in the encounters in the 
which I had been engaged ; and I was a-pre- 
paring to re-enter the lists, when, behold ! a 
fiery jhorseman appeared galloping towards 

the inclosure, his hair flying wildly, his . 

But methinks, my noble guest, thou art 
aweary of an old man's prating. Thine eye 
wanders, and was resting even now on ." 

"Pardon, mine honoured host," brake in 
the Spaniard ; " I am not aweary ; but, even 
whiles thou spakest, mine eye was caught by 
an horseman, who also approacheth at great 
speed. He hath a look of young Geoffrey de 
la Brett, and he rideth with unwonted haste." 

'• It may be so," mine uncle replied, some- 
what sharply. '* But, methinks, the coming of 
Geoffrey de la Brett is no event of such un- 
usual import as thus to disturb our converse." 

" Nay, by San lago ! not in itself," answered 
Don Amador. "Yet," muttered he to himself, 
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" I do mistrust me that there is more than 
common in his coming on this day." He then 
said aloud, " I pray thee, good my lord, that 
thou wouldest continue thy tale. I am all 
eagerness to hear further of this fiery horse- 
man, and whether thou, or he, or the worship- 
ful Sir Richard de Verdon did win the girdle 
of the lovely Lady Amabelle. I would wager 
my diamond ring that 'twas thou who didst 
bear it away." 

" Nay, nay, not so. Greater work than the 
winning of girdles, ay, even than the winning 
of the girdle of the Lady Amabelle herself, 
was in store for me on that day. I did neither 
win her girdle, nor did I behold the winning 
thereof by another. This fiery—" 

The Lord Robert's speech became broken in 
upon at this point by the entrance of a servi- 
tor, who brought the tidings of the arrival of 
Geoffrey de la Brett, and of his earnest desire 
to speak privately on the instant with the Lord 
Robert Bagod de la Rath. 



IV. 




'HEN that mine uncle had quitted 
the hall, the Lady Eleanor desired 
of Geraldine that she would send to 
fetch her lute, and that she would sing one of 
the lays which she had obtained from the 
Trouv^re Raoul d'Athies during his late tar- 
riance in these parts. 

The lute was brought, and Geraldine passed 
her fingers carelessly across its strings with 
somewhat of a listless air ; and methought I 
could read in her anxious eye a fear lest Geof- 
frey might be the bearer of evil tidings. In 
this her pensive mood she did seem even more 
lovely than when her face was wreathed with 
smiles. I marked me how that the dark eye 
of the Spanish knight rested upon her, filled 
with admiration, albeit she perceived it not ; 
and mine own heart did throb with the desire 
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that I also might receive some meed of the 
devotion lavished upon her. I bethought me of 
the rich black hair and the dark-coloured eyes 
which my mirror was wont to reflect, and a 
voice within me murmured, "Must these never 
be prized save as the shadows which serve to 
heighten the beauty of Geraldine's bright 
brown tresses and violet eyes ?" And yet it 
seemed unto me that I did not use to be vain 
of mine own features, neither to feel jealousy 
of my fair cousin. I then bethought me that 
perchance her attire was more pleasing in the 
eyes of this stranger knight than that in which 
I had arrayed myself. Now, I had elected to 
wear my robe of purple samite open at the 
collar to display my new smock broidered with 
silk : moreover from beneath the loose sleeves 
of my robe my white broidered sleeves did 
appear, and methought their close-fitting served 
to display the rich broider work to much ad- 
vantage. I also wore at my collar a well- 
wrought broche of gold, and knoppes of the 
same did fasten together my robe. Geraldine 
had attired herself in her silken gown of pure 
white, and from beneath its loose sleeves 
peeped forth her simple close-fitting under- 
sleeve of azure silk broidered but with one 
slender chaplet of flowers, also of azure hue. 
She wore no ornaments save the golden 
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knoppes wherewith her robe was fastened, and 
around her throat a chevesaille of pearls set in 
wrought gold, which had belonged to her mo- 
ther the Lady Geraldine Bagod de la Rath. 
It might be that to the eyes of this stranger 
knight, so long used to gorgeous colours and to 
the grandeur of rich apparel, the lightness of 
Geraldine's pure white attire was of necessity 
more pleasing than the warmer colour in which 
I had arrayed myself; wherefore, having re- 
solved within mine own mind that on the oc- 
casion of his next coming I would also wear a 
robe of pure white, I aroused me from my re- 
flections at the very moment at which Geral- 
dine spake these words : 

" The song hath escaped me, dear aunt, and 
truly I do not now mind me of any that I 
much love. I pray thee, most noble Don 
Amador, that thou wouldest sing unto us one 
of the lays of thy country. The fame of them 
hath reached even this our remote castle*" 

" Hast thou become acquaint with any of 
the lays of the Catalan troubadour El Mosen 
Jordi de Sant Jordi ?" asked Don Amador. 

" Nay," replied Geraldine, " albeit I have 
heard my father tell of them. Wherefore I 
shall the more gladly listen unto them." 

Don Amador took up the lute, and of a truth 
his innermost soul did seem to breathe forth 
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in the tones of his voice ; now soft and sub- 
dued, anon eager and passionate. Mine eyes 
were riveted upon him, wherefore I clearly per- 
ceived how earnestly his gaze was fixed upon 
Geraldine, as though he sought to dive into 
the very depths of her heart. When that his 
song had ceased, I turned me to look upon her. 
Verily she did appear like unto one in a trance 
unto whom the things present are as though 
they were not ; and her steadfast gaze, in lieu 
of dwelling upon the foreign knight, was resting 
upon the door, as though she desired to be- 
come aware of any who might approach ere 
the oaken panels should be touched. On her 
face sate an expression of anxiety. She neither 
moved nor spake. 

Don Amador frowned, and methought he 
would have dashed the lute into a thousand 
pieces, if perchance the destruction of the poor 
instrument might win for him one glance from 
its mistress, yea, even though that look should 
be one of wrath. 

But of a sudden a change passed o'er him, 
and lo I once more he struck the chords with 
a master hand, drawing from them tones so 
plaintive, sighs so mournful, that it was almost 
as though the lute were sobbing for sorrow. 
Albeit Geraldine moved neither head nor eye, 
I could perceive that the strains had touched 
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her heart, for her lip quivered, and two large 
tears fell upon her silken robe. Likewise Don 
Amador marked these tokens of the potency 
of his spell, and did softly murmur a thrilling 
melody in unison with the sighing lute. And, 
hark ! in the midst of one long sigh of fare- 
well, a sharp cry as of pain ! The overwrought 
string had snapped asunder, its voice for ever 
stilled, its music for ever fled ! 

Geraldine*s cheek blanched, she turned her 
hastily towards the lattice, and seemed to 
endeavour to check some inward emotion. 
Notwithstanding I did much marvel at her 
quietude: for the mournful tones had so 
worked upon mine own heart that my tears 
were flowing fast, despite my resolve that I 
would evidence no feeling save that of disdain 
towards this foreign knight, who ever passed 
me by with merely the same needful greetings 
of courtesy that he paid also unto the aged 
Lady Eleanor. 

At this instant a servitor entered the apart- 
ment, and avised Geraldine that the Lord 
Robert Bagod did desire her immediate at- 
tendance. She hasted to obey the summons, 
yet ere she quitted the hall she turned her 
towards Don Amador, saying in a light tone, 
" Methinks, Sir Knight, it were well an thou 
wouldest seek in yon casket for another string. 
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and attune the lute to some more lively lay. 
That last sad strain hath, so it seemeth, over- 
taxed more strings than those of my poor 
lute, and smiles are ever more to be desired 
than tears." 

With these words she quitted the hall. 
During the space of some moments the string 
remained broken, the lute lay unheeded. But 
then the Lady Eleanor entreated of me that 
I would sing some chanson, saying that she did 
love to hear my voice in song as in speech. 
Now the Lady Eleanor was wont to be very 
tender towards me, and alway delighted to say 
words in praise of whatsoever I might per- 
form. Perchance also on this occasion her 
marvellous quick wit had perceived how that 
I was somewhat sad in spirit, and that she 
desired to give a fresh direction unto my 
thoughts. 

Don Amador then arose to seek for a 
string in the casket unto which Geraldine had 
pointed him. The lute became once more 
attuned, and, with a throbbing heart, I did do 
mine endeavour to sing one of those beauteous 
lays which mine honoured father had brought 
with him from the foreign wars : and I selected 
a battle-song of defiance that I had loved 
from mine early years. My spirit became 
excited within me as I sang the soul-stirring 
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strain. I forgat the Lady Eleanor, yea, and 
Don Amador also, nor thought of aught save 
of the serried ranks of scornful foes, and 
verily it seemed unto me as though I were 
defying some personal opponent of mine own. 
But of a truth I know not what were my 
thoughts, for, albeit that I foigat his very 
presence, yet was it the image of the Spanish 
knight that arose before my mind's vision as 
the leader of my imaginary enemies. 

When that I had ceased to sing, I became 
aware that the ^es of the listeners were fixed 
upon me. In those of the Lady Eleanor, I 
could read love and admiration; but I wist 
not how to interpret the expression in those 
of the Spaniard. It seemed unto me that 
wonder and dislike, scorn, and withal some- 
what of dread, were mingled therein. Yet, 
doubtless, this was but my fancy, inasmuch as 
he had no cause to entertain any of these 
emotions. But I felt that his eye had a wild 
light in it as it rested on mine own, the which 
I did return to the full, albeit that pride alone 
did sustain me, and restrained the tears of 
vexation that I could have shed freely on 
account of the silence wherewith my song was 
received. 

At the last Don Amador spake: ''The 
Mistress Philippa Rochfort hath truly the 
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potency of a magician in touching the souL 
It were well to secure her for a friend who can 
thus fiercely defy a foe." 

" Ay, ay," said the Lady Eleanor, '* whoso 
hath Mistress Philippa for a friend hath a 
staunch friend. She is a true hearted maiden 
this little cousin of ours, and is right dear unto 
us all." 

Don Amador was at the point to speak in 
reply when the Lord Robert Bagod entered, 
accompanied by Geoffrey de la Brett, who had 
desired to pay his devoirs to the Lady 
Eleanor ere he should return to the Castle of 
Rathfarnham. " Geraldine hath departed into 
the garden," quoth mine uncle unto me. "Do 
thou, dear Philippa, hasten to join her there : 
she hath heard tidings of mingled good and 
evil." 

I hied me forthwith to the castle garden, 
where Geraldine was pacing to and fro with 
a troubled mien. 

From her I learned that a messenger had 
arrived on this day at the Castle of Rath- 
farnham, from Walter de la Brett This mes- 
senger bare tidings that his master had been 
seized with a sore sickness during his tarriance 
with the king of England in Annandale ; albeit 
this sickness was great, yet did not the leech 
despair of his restoration. But the said leech 
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had avised him that he would do well to pro- 
ceed without delay unto his own country so 
soon as he should be enabled to bear the 
journey, deeming this to be the only hope of 
renovating his strength. Sir Walter de la 
Brett had therefore despatched this messenger 
to bear a warning of his condition to the good 
knight Sir William de la Brett, the lord of 
Rathfarnham, his father, and also to the Lady 
Geraldine Bagod his sweet mistress, in order 
that whether it should be that he should come 
unto them of a sudden, or that it should be 
that he should never see them more, but should 
die in that far-off land, they might have some 
warning. 

He had bade the messenger conjure his 
dearly beloved brother, Geoffrey de la Brett 
himself to bear the tidings of this grievous 
sickness unto the Lady Geraldine, and so to 
acquaint her with them as not to cause her 
to be overmuch frighted, but to deal with 
her in all love and tenderness. Moreover the 
messenger was straitly enjoined to tarry 
but for a short space at the castle of Rath- 
iamham, and after that, to speed him back to 
his sick master, bringing him sudi tidings 
as his soul did yearn for. The messenger 
also brot^t for the Lady Geraldine a small 
casket as a token from her sweetheart. Sir 
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Walter de la Brett, the which token it had 
been ordained that he should deliver with his 
own hand unto Geoffrey de la Brett, to be 
delivered by the said Geoffrey in like manner 
with his own hand unto the Lady Geraldine 

This was wherefore Geoffrey had hasted to 
come to us with such g^eat speed. 

After that she had made me acquaint with 
these tidings, Geraldine displayed unto me 
the love token that Sir Walter de la Brett had 
sent unto her. Its beauty was great It was 
a chevesaille of goodly workmanship, and 
studded with costly gems. The clasp was 
formed of one pure emerald of rare richness. 
At the centre of the chevesaille was a large 
oval of wrought gold, with two delicately- 
wrought golden tassels depending therefrom : 
in the centre of the oval was a ruby encircled 
with diamonds. This oval of gold and jewels 
could be raised by a secret spring, and, behold, 
within it were contained the features of Walter 
de la Brett, painted by one of those Italian 
painters whose works are a wonder unto the 
world, and appear to be rather the works of 
angels than of mortal men. Around this life- 
like visage were embossed in letters of gold 
these words, " Sempre fedeL" 

Geraldine gazed for a space at the features 
of her true knight, and murmured, " I also 
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will be faithful unto thee, dear Walter ; faith- 
ful unto death, ay, and after death." She 
then pressed down the oval again, replaced 
the chevesaille in the casket, and concealed 
this beneath the folds of her blue mantle ; for 
we perceived figures issuing forth from the 
wicket-gate which opened toward the castle. 
They were those of the Lord Robert Bagod 
and Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero. 

Geoffrey had departed. 

The shades of evening were deepening, for 
the sun had set. Yet did we linger on awhile 
in the cool air. Geraldine was less gay than 
usual, neither could the mirthful words of the 
foreign knight win from her more than a quiet 
smile. Yet, methought, he did talk most 
gaily and pleasantly. We had just come to 
the end of the pleached walk, and were 
emerging from it on our return to the castle, 
when lo ! a strange sound in the air, and a 
whisper, low but distinct, uttered this warn- 
ing:— 

" Bagod, beware ! this evil hour 

Bringeth grief a guest to thine ancient tower." 

We all started, and even the Spanish knight 
became silent 

"Who art thou that speakest V asked the 
Lord Robert Bagod ; but none made answer, 

E 
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nor could any form be perceived. When we 
had reached the castle, the Lord Robert 
Bagod did ordain that the castle garden and 
the pleached walk should be searched, if so be 
that any idlers might be lurking therein ; but 
no man was to be found. Whereat we greatly 
marvelled. 

When Don Amador arose to take his leave, 
the Lord Robert desired of him that he would 
shortly return again to partake of the hospi- 
tality of our poor castle, and to become ac- 
quaint with his son Thomas ; also he did 
desire to know whether it was the purpose of 
Don Amador to make a long tarriance in our 
country. The Spanish knight replied with 
much courtesy that the time of his tarriance 
was uncertain ; but that were it long or short, 
he should not fail to make it of sufhcient 
durance for that he might again visit us, to 
become acquaint with the brave son of the 
noble Lord Robert Bagod, and be honoured 
by once more becoming our guest. 

" At which time," replied the Lord Robert, 
" I shall not fail to inform thee of the latter 
portion of mine history, which was on this 
day broken in upon thus abruptly." 

"That is a favour," quoth Don Amador, 
"which I shall greatly esteem. Wherefore, 
my lord, if it seem good unto thee, I will not 
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delay more than a few days to avail myself of 
thy courtesy." 

Thus it became determined that Don Ama- 
dor de Puerto-Carrero should be our guest 
again shortly. 

When that Geraldine and I were alone in 
our apartments on that evening, we conversed 
of the events of the day that had passed, and 
we spake somewhat freely of the stranger 
knight 

" I do mislike him ever more and more," 
said Greraldine. " Wherefore so I know not, 
seeing that he is a courteous knight, and one 
that knoweth right well how to make the hours 
pass most pleasantly." 

"Yea," I replied, "that doth he, in good 
sooth. Truly, I have not seen the Lord 
Robert so mirthful this many a day; and 
even the Lady Eleanor did laugh as merrily 
as though she had foigot fifty of the summers 
of her life. Also he is a man of grand figure 
and presence." 

" Ay, truly, that is he," returned Geraldine. 
" He hath a right noble mien. Have a care, 
my sweet cousin, lest that he filch from thee 
that peace of mind which it is not easy to 



recover." 



« 



I fear him not," I answered ; " Don Ama- 
dor hath no desire to filch aught from me ; 
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and, certes, that which it lieth within his 
power to take away may easily be recovered. 
Methinks, fair Geraldine, 'tis rather from thee 
that he would pilfer, or maybe most of all, 
from Sir Walter de la Brett, since he it is 
who hath possession of thine heart." 

"Prithee peace, Philippa," said Geraldine, 
somewhat vexed. "I marked me well how 
that his song did deeply touch thy soul, and a 
passing dread came over me lest that he 
should have the power to bring sorrow unto 
thy tender spirit. Yet was it but an idle jest 
to bid thee beware of him. Doubtless in the 
sunny south of which he did tell us so many 
and such wondrous tales, there dwelleth some 
queen of beauty who doth bear sway over this 
dark knight, and whose image he doth carry 
within his breast." 

" It may be so ; and truly it concerneth me 
not to know an there be such an one or no. 
I desire none of his courtesies, still less do I 
desire his knightly devotion. They were 
rather looks of defiance that were inter- 
changed betwixt us after that thou hadst 
quitted the hall. Methinks all that is tender 
in his nature is reserved for thee, my sweet 
cousin. Belike he knoweth not of thy be- 
trothal unto Walter de la Brett." 

" Poor Walter ! " sighed Geraldine. "Would 
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that he were here ! Mine heart is heavy 
within me at the tidings that his messenger 
hath brought. I do greatly fear me that he 
is even more sick than he hath said. Would 
that he were here !" 

She lifted the chevesaille from the casket, 
and her eyes became riveted on the beloved 
features. She gazed upon them long and ear- 
nestly. " God and Our Lady preserve thee, 
and restore thee unto me in peace ! bring thee 
in peace!" Then she remained silent and 
motionless for a space; neither did I speak, 
for my mind was troubled. I was scarce con- 
scious what were my thoughts ; I did but know 
that they were not all sad, also I did feel 
that they were not all happy. The more I 
mused upon the day which had passed, the 
more restless did my mind grow. I had begun 
to wonder what that could have been which 
Don Amador had been on the point of say- 
ing unto me at the instant in the which the 
Lord Robert and Geoffrey had entered, when 
I was startled by the sound of the horloge, 
which gave forth the chimes of eleven. At the 
moment at which the warning ceased, a clear, 
soft whisper was heard at the lattice, saying, 
" Maiden, beware !" 

Both Geraldine and I started violently. 
Now, the night being warm, our lattice was 
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open toward the garden, and Geraldine was 
seated thereby, gazing at the rising moon and 
at the bright stars, which she ever looked upon 
asfriends. 

"Whence cometh that voice ?" I whispered, 
drawing close unto her side. 

" I know not," she made answer, " nor where- 
fore it hath spoken." 

She leaned through the lattice, but could 
discern no form below. 

"What meaneth it .?" she said. "The words 
are very nigh the same as those which we did 
hear in the pleached walk. I like not these 
warnings ; and I cannot but believe that they 
point in some manner at this stranger knight" 

"Nay, dear Geraldine," I replied, "Don 
Amador can have nought in common with 
these warnings. Truly, they might as well be 
deemed to point at any other knight who doth 
here partake of the hospitality of mine uncle. 
What hath this knight done that he should 
be thus suspected } Thou art unjust, sweet 
cousin." 

" Perchance I am," answered Geraldine ; 
" and yet I love not his looks. From the be- 
ginning I have said this unto thee. There is 
that in his eye which, even while it attracteth 
mine own gaze, speaketh a nameless warning 
to mine heart. I love him not, Philippa, and 
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I would that he were not again to become our 
guest. He is comely, he is courteous, he hath 
a wondrous witchery in his voice and mien, 
but, I know not wherefore, despite all this, I 
do mistrust him and do fear him." 

We turned us from the lattice, and Geraldine 
was replacing her beautiful love-token in its 
casket, when lo ! a noise, as of something that 
fell on the floor of the chamber, caused us to 
turn round. Behold, there lay upon the ground 
a small packet twined around with a twist. I 
mind me even now with what strange trem- 
bling we were seized when that we descried it. 
Geraldine sped to the lattice, and gazed out 
eagerly on all sides ; but there was no man 
to be seen, neither any that stirred. All was 
hushed and still, nor could she discern the 
sound of a footfall to break the silence of the 
night. 

Meanwhile I had taken up the packet, and 
sith I was the more expert of the twain in de- 
ciphering handwriting (having received careful 
instruction in that art from my most learned 
and pious kinswoman the Lady Abbess of the 
Nunnery of S. Mary de Hogges), I did spell 
its superscription and contents unto mine eager 
cousin. And thus they ran : 
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These to the Lady Geraldine Bagod, greet- 
ing. 
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" Have a care of the Dark Knight. Be dis- 
creet. Be silent, and bewray to none the warn- 
ing of thy " True Friend until death." 

"Said I not so?" Geraldine exclaimed. 
" Said I not that he was to be feared .?" 

" Methinks," I made answer, "that thou art 
over ready to condemn this poor knight, cou- 
sin mine. Of a truth, I see in him nought to 
fear. Belike he hath enemies, and that there 
be some who would willingly do him a mis- 
chief. Of a surety, it would ill beseem the 
daughter of Sir Philip Rochfort to mistrust a 
noble knight at the bidding of a nameless ac- 
cuser. Thou, Geraldine, must pay what heed 
thou listest to this unknown friend. As for me, 
I scorn to hearken to the exhortations of one 
who hath not the courage to appear either as 
friend or as foe." 

" Perchance thou art in the right, Philippa. 
But I doubt me not that the warning is sent in 
all kindliness ; wherefore I will also receive it 
in kindliness of spirit, and will forbear to im- 
pute motives of evil unto one who would fain 
render me a service." 

After that we had gazed out once more into 
the balmy night, we carefully closed the lattice 
and retired to our couches, wondering much 
what all this might mean. 
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I lay awake for a long space, but I did hear 
no further sounds ; neither were the slumbers 
of either one of us disturbed during the re- 
mainder of that night. 




V. 




IN the morrow, we showed the strange 
writing unto the Lord Robert Bagod 
and unto the Lady Eleanor. They 
wondered greatly thereat ; but, methought, 
they did rather incline to my opinion regard- 
ing it than to that of Geraldine. Finally, we 
decided with one voice that the warning should 
not be destroyed until the return of Thomas, 
my cousin. It might be that during his ab- 
sence in the city of Dublin he might hear 
somewhat concerning the stranger knight 

All that day Geraldine was busied a-prepar- 
ing a packet to send unto Walter de la Brett 
by the hand of his trusty messenger, in assur- 
ance of her unchanging love and fealty towards 
him. Wherefore I strove to find amusement 
for myself in singing to my lute, and when I 
was aweary of solitude I hied me to the Lady 
Eleanor. When she beheld that I had brought 
my lute with me, she desired of me that I 
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would sing ; but almost ere I had ended the 
first verse of my lay we began to discourse of 
the thrilling tones wherewith Don Amador had 
touched our hearts. And truly, from some 
cause of which I wis not, I did find it much 
more pleasant to me to talk of this stranger 
knight with the Lady Eleanor than with my 
cousin Geraldine. Belike the reason thereof 
might be that Geraldine was ever so occupied 
with thoughts of Walter de la Brett that she 
could find nought to interest her in any other 
knight ; whereas the Lady Eleanor was ever 
wont to give kind thoughts unto all who came 
in her way, and did ever rejoice to speak 
words in praise of all, and more especially of 
the younger folk, whether knights or ladies. 
Yet did I not deem it prudent to bewray even 
unto her how that I had perceived the eyes of 
Don Amador to be ever bent upon Geraldine, 
neither did she speak thereof unto me. Per- 
chance she had not heeded whither his glances 
did turn. 

After that we had conversed for a while, and 
that I had discoursed freely of the manner in 
which my feelings of melancholy had been 
touched by the mournful tones poured forth 
by Don Amador, I became more silent and 
thoughtful, for lo ! even while I spake, the re- 
membrance of those tones did cause the same 
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melancholy to steal over me anew, the which 
was observed by the Lady Eleanor, wherefore 
she bade me that I should go into the castle 
garden and amuse myself among the flowers. 
Also she would accompany me. " For," quoth 
she, " I love not to see a cloud descend upon 
thy brow, Philippa. Thou hast been unto us 
as a blessed ray of sunlight from the day upon 
which thou didst first call our home thine 
home. Thou must not permit the idle phan- 
tasies called forth at the bidding of one who 
hath truly much skill in song to disturb thy 
mind. 'Tis but the cunning of a master-hand 
that hath summoned them. Truly, they should 
but be as the visions of the night which the 
day-dawn chaseth away." 

We descended to the garden, and lingered 
there for a while to enjoy the freshness of the 
breeze and the perfume of the flowers. On 
our return to the castle we halted at the dwell- 
ing of the porter. This man's father had at- 
tended upon the Lord Robert Bagod in his 
youthful days ; the son also had served him 
with long and faithful service. There lived 
with him in the gate-house his sister, whose 
husband had been killed in some affray with 
the wild Irish, and also her daughter. Now so 
it was, that this young damsel was afflicted with 
a sore sickness, and the Lady Eleanor, who 
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ever loved to show kindness, desired to see her 
and to speak some words of good cheer unto 
her. 

We discovered her stretched upon her couch, 
enveloped in a long white robe, her fair hair 
floating around her like a veil, and her large 
blue eyes gazing, as it might seem, into the 
far distance. Verily, unto mine imagination 
they appeared to pierce through the stone- 
work above into the very clouds. She neither 
moved nor spake until that Alice whispered 
unto her, — 

" The Lady Eleanor hath condescended to 
visit thee, that she may speak some words of 
comfort." 

" I do thank the Lady Eleanor with all 
mine heart," said the sick girl. " Yea, she hath 
alway been a kind friend unto me. The Lord 
preserve her in that evil day !" 

The Lady Eleanor now approached unto 
the couch, speaking gentle words unto her 
that was sick ; to wit, asking of her how she 
fared, and inquiring if it might be that she 
would desire for her health's sake to partake of 
some Burgundy or of some Vernage. 

The sick maiden accepted this kindness with 
many expressions of gratitude. 

" I have brought with me the Mistress Phi- 
lippa Rochfort, Kathleen," said the Lady 
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Eleanor. " She and the Lady Geraldine have 
been sore grieved to know of thy sickness." 

I drew near, and felt impelled to present 
unto the damsel the flowers which I had culled 
in the garden. She gazed at them with ear- 
nestness. 

" I thank thee, lady, I thank thee. Thou 
hast given me that which is very precious in 
mine eyes. With my heart I thank thee." 

She closed her eyelids as though for sleep, 
and we turned to depart. 

"The holy angels watch around thy couch 
whiles that thou art sleeping!" said the Lady 
Eleanor in a low voice. ,.A , 

But she had scarce moved towarcb the door 
ere the sick damsel cried unto her : 

"Leave me not, I conjure thee, most ho- 
noured lady, until that I have delivered unto 
thee the message which hath been given unto 
me for thee. I tell thee sorrows surround thee. 
The man of woe hath appeared unto me. 
Death and destruction are in his path; evil 
encompasseth his steps. Wheresoever he goeth 
sorrows, yea, and a multitude of sorrows, shall 
come. The Mother of God have mercy on 
thee ! She whose heart was pierced with a 
thousand arrows of agony, have pity on thee ! 
Yea ! I have beheld him ! these eyes have 
looked upon him, and mine heart hath died 
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mthin me. Shut thy gates against the traitor, 
and open them not to the sword of the de- 
stroyer!" 

In vain did the Lady Eleanor strive to soothe 
the excited damsel. She had raised herself on 
her couch, and her eyes were cast wildly up- 
wards. At the last, she sank back exhausted ; 
and, but for the deep heavings of her breast, 
she might have been taken for one dead. 

The Lady Eleanor was alarmed. When she 
had again gone forth into the air she asked of 
the mother how long her daughter had been 
in such evil case. 

" She hath been brain-sick at times for the 
space of some two or three years, most gracious 
lady ; yet since the beginning of her sickness 
I did never see her thus vehement but once 
until now. Poor maiden ! she hath, as thou, 
mine honoured lady, knowest, been somewhat 
fond, but withal loving and gentle. I know 
not what hath come upon her now. I fear me, 
she hath frighted thee, my lady." 

"Nay, nay, my good Alice," replied the 
Lady Eleanor. " Certes, she did startle me 
somewhat at the first. But speak thou softly 
and kindly to the poor heart ; and have a care 
that nought shall vex her. I will send thee a 
cooling drink for her, the whichthou wilt do 
well to administer unto her frequently." 
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As the Lady Eleanor and I walked to the 
castle we talked of this frenzied damsel and 
of her wild words, and methought the Lady 
Eleanor seemed much saddened and per- 
plexed. 

My cousin returned in the evening, and we 
related to him all that had befallen us during his 
absence and showed unto him the mysterious 
letter. Ere he had fully ended the reading 
thereof, mine impatience overcame me, and I 
said : " Thinkest thou not, my cousin, that it 
is both base and cowardly to accuse any man 
without telling him that whereof he is accused? 
Wouldest thou heed that which is said of a 
knight in such manner as to deprive him of 
justifying himself?" 

" By my halidome ! " exclaimed the Lord 
Robert, " methinks our young cousin hath 
right on her side." 

" That hath she ! " said Thomas. " Of a 
truth 'twere foul shame for fair ladies and 
brave men to condemn any one unheard. It 
seemeth to me, sweet coz, that the fire is the 
fitting place for this writing." Even as he 
spake he held the letter to the flames, where it 
shrivelled up, and was consumed in a moment. 

" Canst thou imagine whence this warning 
hath come ? " he asked. 

" Nay, truly," all did reply. 
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The thought in mine own heart was that it 
had come from Geoffrey de la Brett, but I 
would not give utterance to my supposition, 
for I desired not to vex Geraldine. 

" I counsel thee, fair coz, and thee also, 
dear Geraldine, that ye do order your lattices 
to be closed in the early evening, thus shall 
ye be unapproachable by their means. I love 
not these night whispers and night mes- 
sages. 'Tis best that mortal ladies should use 
what means they may to guard themselves 
against these warnings of the air." 

" Hast thou heard aught concerning this 
knight, brother, during thine absence ? " asked 
Geraldine. 

" Nought, save from young Geoffrey, in 
whose company I rode on my return hither 
this day for such space as our roads did lie in 
the same direction." 

" And what said he ? " 

*' He did speak but little of the stranger, 
for he had much to tell me of his brother, and 
of the tidings that Walter's messenger hath 
brought from the army. Wherefore our words 
concerning the knight were few, and also thou 
knowest, sister mine, that there be no great 
love betwixt these twain for each other." 

" But what said Geoffrey ? " 

"He bade me that I should not entreat the 

F 
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stranger knight to partake of our hospitality 
more often than courtesy might require. And 
when I asked wherefore, he replied that Don 
Amador was a gay knight as well as a brave, 
and well acquaint with the manner in which 
to win his way to the hearts of fair ladies. 
Further he did say that the ladies who are at 
the present tarrying at the Castle of Rath- 
farnham are greatly taken by him, but that 
the Don Amador doth deem them but as pale 
stars before the sunlight of the Lady Geraldine's 
beauty. Nay, blush not thus, sweet sister, I do 
but repeat the words of little Geoffrey. Me- 
thought the hot-headed boy was somewhat 
nettled that when he rode hither to convey the 
tidings from Walter, he discovered the Spaniard 
partaking of our hospitality, and entertaining 
the ladies of Dundrum with his songs." 

" Geoffrey hath ever been jealous of the 
Spanish knight,'* I ventured to say ; " verily 
I know not wherefore." 

" Nor I," replied Thomas ; " it is a boyish 
whim that hath taken hold of him. For mine 
own part, I did find my converse with Don 
Amador very pleasant He told me much 
concerning Eustace Bradeston, and spake of 
him as though much friendship existeth be- 
twixt them, albeit he owneth that on occasion 
they do differ, ay, and pretty warmly, too. 
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Yet hath he both affection and admiration for 
Eustace. But what thinkest thou of this 
Spanish knight, father; and thou, mine ho- 
noured aunt ? " 

" Place aux dames ! " said the Lord Robert 
gallantly. " Sith we are to sit in judgment 
on the absent knight, let the ladies speak first 
What hast thou to say, my sister ? " 

" Since thou desirest to know what I have 
thought of Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero," 
said the Lady Eleanor, " I do reply that I 
deem him a most true and courteous knight ; 
dibonnaire towards me, the aged dame, as to- 
ward the younger ladies, the which is not fre- 
quent among the more youthful knights in 
these times. Also he hath travelled much and 
doth converse in an agreeable manner of those 
marvels which he hath seen, showing neither 
a shamefaced bashfulness nor an overweening 
self-esteem. His skill in music is great, and 
the tones of his voice do reveal warm and 
deep feelings in his heart. Wherefore, nephew 
Thomas, I for one do not mistrust him. Yet 
have I somewhat against him, in that he did 
seem almost to overlook our little Philippa, 
and permitted her to put her question twice 
ere he replied to it." 

" Twas unknightly that," answered Thomas. 
" Yet belike the soft tones of her voice were 
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too gentle to be heard distinctly an the strains 
of the lute were sending forth their melody. 
But what thinkest thou of him, Geraldine?" 

" I love him not, my brother. He hath an 
eye that I do much fear, and a voice that 
filleth me with mistrust. To me he seemeth 
to be as beauteous and as treacherous as the 
snake that stingeth us mortally even whiles 
that we are lavishing our praises upon its 
beauty." 

"Thou art hard upon the gallant knight," 
said the Lord Robert, fondling her as she sat 
in her accustomed place at his feet. "Methinks 
thy sweet lips were not made to utter harsh 
sayings like unto these. To me Don Amador 
did appear to be a pleasant companion, one 
that hath done brave deeds himself, and that 
knoweth how to value them in another. But 
he will visit us again shortly, son Thomas, 
and then thou wilt converse with him thyself, 
and be enabled to form thine own judgment" 

'* At the present," said Thomas, "my judg- 
ment is that he is a brave companion and gal- 
lant knight (always excepting his discourtesy 
to our fair cousin, for the which, perchance, 
she will forgive him, sith doubtless it was un- 
witting), and that there is no greater crime to 
be laid to his charge than that it was his ill- 
fortune to exchange hot words with Geoffrey, 
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and thus to incur the displeasure of the be- 
trothed of Geoffrey's brother. Is it not so, my 
sister?" 

"Belike it may be," said Geraldine, lightly; 
but methought she was unjust enough not to 
be convinced. 

After this, we spoke no more of the stranger 
knight, and I rejoiced that my judgment had 
not been asked ; for verily I had nought to 
say in his dispraise, and yet I did not desire 
to vex Geraldine by speaking altogether in 
his favour. 

On the day but one following, Thomas an- 
nounced his intent to ride to the Castle of 
Rathfarnham on the morrow. Geraldine and I 
promised to accompany him thither, bearing 
with us the packet which Geraldine purposed 
to entrust to the messenger of Sir Walter de 
la Brett. 

But in the morn the wind blew furiously 
from the hills, and the rain descended in tor- 
rents. Also Geraldine had a megrim, which 
caused her to shiver and to desire the quie- 
tude of home. In the later hours of the day 
the rain ceased and the sun shone forth with 
great splendour, wherefore Geraldine and I 
descended to the garden, for she yearned to 
breathe the evening air. Whiles that we were 
lingering by the balustrade, we heard the 
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sound of horses* hoofs clattering over the pave- 
ment of the court-yard, and in the space of 
about an half hour, we perceived my cousin 
Thomas, searching, as it seemed, for us. 
Wherefore we hasted towards him. 

"I came hither to seek for thee, dear sister," 
quoth he. *'The Spanish Knight is in converse 
with our father, and I am sent to summon 
thee." 

" Wherefore hath this intruder come to mar 
the pleasure of our summer evening ?" replied 
Geraldine. 

" He said that he had urgent affairs whereof 
to speak to our father." 

" They must verily be strange affairs that a 
Spanish adventurer can have with the Lord 
Robert Bagod de la Rath," replied Geraldine, 
in a scornful tone. 

Whereat Thomas smiled, and said : 

" Methinks, sweet sister, they concern thee 
even more than our father ; and it were but 
kind to tell thee that I have a suspicion that 
he is now waiting to hear his sentence from 
thine own lips." 

"Must I needs go.^" asked Geraldine. 
" Surely my father can speak for me far better 
than I for myself." 

" Nay ; Don Amador hath been urgent ; 
wherefore at the last, our father did agree that 
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I should seek thee and request of thee tq 
grant him speech of thee for a few moments." 

" That our father desireth my presence, suf- 
ficeth," replied Geraldine. " But I pray thee, 
dear brother, abide thou with me." 

They departed. Afterward, when we were 
in the silence of our own chamber, Geraldine 
related unto me that which befell on this oc- 
casion, and thus she spake : 

" My father rose to meet me as I entered, 
also Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero rose, and 
his looks were troubled. But there was a 
fierce look in his eye that feared me. * I have 
sent for thee, Geraldine,' said my father, ' that 
the worshipful Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero 
may receive a reply from thine own lips to 
the question which he hath already asked of 
me. He hath pressed his suit for thine hand 
in most urgent and honourable terms. It much 
grieveth me to show discourtesy unto so gal- 
lant a knight as Don Amador; yet as thou 
knowest, I have been compelled to negative 
his suit. Yet would he fain hear his doom 
from thine own lips.' 

"* Yea, verily!* said Don Amador, advancing 
towards me ; * from the lips of the lovely 
Lady Geraldine, the queen of my soul, and 
from none other.' 

" He would have spoken further, but that I 
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interposed, saying, ' My father hath spoken 
truly. This- hand hath long been promised 
unto him who is lord of the poor heart that 
owneth it* 

"'Alas!' exclaimed Don Amador, 'can 
these tidings be true ? Woe is me ! But, fair 
lady, methinks this knight tarrieth strangely 
long ere claiming so rare a prize.*- 

" ' Tarry he little or tarry he long, that is 
nought to any save unto himself and me,' was 
my answer. ' Wherefore, most noble Don 
Amador de Puerto-Carrero, I do thank thee for 
thy courtesy and for the honour thou hast paid 
me, albeit to thy suit I can give none other 
reply save that which I have now given. Fare 
thee well.* The packet which I have prepared 
for Walter lay on the table close by where my 
brother Thomas was standing, and methought 
the Spanish knight did cast a glance at it as 
though he would fain by means of it have 
discovered somewhat. Perchance the wan- 
dering of mine eye towards it may have 
drawn his attention thereto ; or belike I did 
but fancy that his glances were directed 
thither. Having bade him farewell, I quitted 
the apartment ; and this is my story, dear 
Philippa !" 

On the morrow neither Geraldine nor my- 
self desired to visit the Castle of Rathfamham ; 
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wherefore my cousin Thomas rode thither 
alone. When he returned home he brought 
word that Don Amador had gone forth at 
early dawn unto the city of Dublin to visit an 
armourer there, for the purpose of causing his 
equipments to be set in order ; he having been 
seized with an ardent desire to join the army 
of our good King Edward in Annandale, and 
to exchange hard blows with the Scots. Ge- 
raldine inquired when the messenger from Sir 
Walter de la Brett should depart ? To which 
Thomas made answer that he had already 
taken his departure whiles that he, Thomas, 
was at the Castle of Rathfarnham. It had 
been his intent to have remained until the 
morrow : but sith that all his master's business 
was accomplished and that the packet of the 
Lady Geraldine had now come to his hand, 
he desired not to linger. Geoffrey also was 
eager in furthering his departure. " More- 
over," said Thomas, " Geoffrey did impart 
unto me privily how that he did not desire 
that Walter's messenger should serve as guide 
to Don Amador. Wherefore he greatly re- 
joiced at the eagerness of the messenger, and 
also in that he was enabled to depart ere the 
Spanish knight had returned from the city of 
Dublin. Geoffrey hath no mean wit," added 
Thomas, with a smile on his lip, " and me- 
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thinks, an it be that the Spaniard hath hasted 
thus for the purpose of travelling with this 
man, his black eyes will flash when he findeth 
that little Geoffrey hath outwitted him. Ha ! 
ha! 'twas well done, little Geoffrey! 'twas 
well done!" 





VI. 



ON Amador De Puerto -Car- 

RERO departed, as we afterward 
learnt, upon the self-same evening. 
Also he caused a courteous message of adieu 
to be conveyed unto us whom he was pleased 
to name his honoured friends. After that he 
was gone, methought a great stillness and 
sadness seemed to fall on all around. Truly 
it was a sort of gloom that did cloud every- 
thing, albeit Geraldine appeared not to per- 
ceive it, and would repeat that she rejoiced to 
be free now from the intrusions of strangers, 
and would sing her merriest songs ; nought 
could make her grave save now and again her 
anxious thoughts of Walter de la Brett. But 
I cared not to sing, nor could I attune my 
lute to my mind. That wailing note poured 
forth by the Spanish knight resounded ever 
in mine ears, and caused mine eyes to fill and 
my voice to die away whensoever I would 
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have sung. Also the summer was on the 
wane, and autumn airs were stealing down 
from the hills, and the autumn season doth 
alway render me somewhat melancholy. 

The damsel at the gate had in a measure 
recovered. The drinks ordered for her by the 
Lady Eleanor had cooled the fever in her 
veins. She could again walk forth into the 
air, and had become quiet and calm. Yet 
was there sorrow in her mien, and none could 
doubt but that some great grief was consuming 
her. Her moods were wayward and capricious ; 
but there were none who failed to be forbearing 
towards her, and she was permitted to wander 
wheresoever she listed in the castle grounds ; 
for all pitied her. She seldom spake, save 
when my cousin Thomas passed near her, and 
then she would murmur, " Tis all sorrow, 
sorrow, sorrow ! " 

In the fall of the year methought Thomas 
began to grow restless. Doubtless he loved 
not to remain so long in quietude, for he was 
known to be skilful in all feats of chivalry and 
to have a craving to display this skill ; and 
these motives Geraldine and I did impute to 
him when he appeared perturbed in mind. 
Nevertheless, he lingered at home, nor did 
he speak very frequently of quitting us ; 
yet could I see how his spirit was chafed 
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when that tidings came of knightly deeds 
performed by other men, and when that our 
souls were stirred by the recounting of their 
deeds. Now the men of Tiknok made some 
raids upon us about this time, also William 
McBalthor did commit divers robberies in our 
vicinity ; and beside these anxieties a heavy 
sickness fell upon the Lord Robert Bagod for 
the space of some few weeks. Wherefore 
Geraldine and myself entreated of Thomas 
that he would not speak of quitting us until 
that we should have returned to the. security 
of the Castle of Bagod Rath, in the which 
the Lord Robert Bagod was wont to dwell 
during the winter, and in truth during the 
chief of the year. Thomas seemed to delight 
to pass his days beside us, seeking to amuse 
us by a multitude of devices. Moreover he 
rode forth frequently to the city of Dublin in 
quest of tidings that could serve to enliven us. 
Wherefore we greatly desired to keep him 
with us both to be our protector and our com- 
panion. Yet of a truth it had been better for 
him that he had been far distant in foreign 
lands than in his father's halls. 

For it chanced on one day on the which he 
had spoken of his desire to mingle again in the 
ranks of chivalry, that I did entreat him with 
even more earnestness than common, that he 
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would abide with us at the least until after 
Christmas tide. And thus did he reply : 
" Urge me no further, dearest Philippa ; it 
sufficeth that thou dost deem such tarriance 
expedient, and that it is thy wish. Heaven 
forbid that I should do aught to disturb thy 
peace." 

He spake earnestly ; yea, so earnestly that 
for a moment I knew not what answer to 
make. Finding that I had no words to utter, 
he drew me to the wooden seat beneath the 
shade of the trees (for we were standing on 
the islet that lieth beneath the terrace), and 
then did he pour forth his tale of love, en- 
treating me in his turn that I would not leave 
him in loneliness, but that I would take him 
to be my true love, and would grant him my 
token to wear for ever next his heart. Of 
a truth I was greatly troubled, and I said, 
" Have I not ever been to thee as a second 
sister, Thomas, and will not I continue true 
to thee in all sisterly affection for ever V* 

" Thou mockest me," he cried fiercely. " I 
desire thee not for a sister. I would fain hear 
far other words from thy lips. Say then, 
dearest Philippa," he proceeded in his softest 
and kindest accents, "canst thou not, wilt 
thou not love me far more than this V* 

*'Nay, Thomas, ask me tvol" 1 x^^^Ued 
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" My heart is troubled. Thou art dearer to 
me than aught on earth save Geraldine, and I 
would not willingly grieve thee. Speak not 
these words unto me, dear cousin. They 
trouble me." 

"But wherefore should they trouble thee, 
my sweet Philippa.^" persisted Thomas. "Art 
not thou the queen of my soul, the lodestar of 
my life ? Do not I crave for knightly fame 
and glory that thus I may be rendered less 
unworthy thee ? Do not I yearn to win ho- 
nours that shall make thy heart beat high with 
pride of thy true knight or draw from thee a 
tear for the life willingly yielded up in thy ser- 
vice ? Philippa, dear Philippa, deem me not 
inactive and slothful. Would I not fain be 
measuring swords with these foul Scots even 
now, but that thou needest my protection ?" 

" Nay, Thomas ; nay, dear cousin, speak 
not thus," I said ; for my heart was very full. 
** 'Tis I who am not worthy of such devotion 
from thee. Thou shouldest be beloved by one 
who can give thee like devotion in return. I 
know not wherefore, but I have it not to bestow. 
Seek then for one nobler, better than thy poor 
cousin, who doth but grieve thee, and whose 
measure of love for thee serveth but to add 
sorrow to thy life, since it is all too much and 
yet too little." 
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" Thy love can never bring sorrow unto my 
life, sweetest," he made answer. " It can never 
be aught but my richest treasure. Unsay thy 
words, beloved one ; bid me that I wait for 
months, ay years, an thou wilt Set me tasks, 
be they never so hard, only bid me ilot 
despair." 

"'Twere vain, dear Thomas, vain. I love 
thee too well to say words of false hope unto 
thee. Something within my heart telleth me 
that I could never feel like devotion for thee. 
Forgive me that I speak thus harshly. I 
would not, nay I could not be so false unto 
thee as to hide from thee the feelings of my 
heart. That love is little worth which is not 
the out-pour of the soul." 

"And thou lovest me not.?" he said, in a 
voice of deep dejection. 

Alas ! I knew not what to reply. I yearned 
to speak some word of comfort unto him, but 
my tongue refused to utter such as could alone 
remove his grief. He strode up and down for 
some moments, and then broke forth in pas- 
sionate tones, sometimes upbraiding me for 
that I had been too kind toward him, some- 
times entreating of me that I would bid him 
hope, anon uttering reproaches against high 
heaven for that my steps had ever been led to 
the Castle of Dundrum ; insomuch that I bcr 



Dundrum Castle, 8i 

came terrified. Wherefore, having with as 
much calm as I could command urged him 
again and again to control his speech, and 
having spoken unto him in the manner which 
seemed unto me the best adapted to moderate 
his grief, I said, " Cousin Thomas, words such 
as these neither befit thee to speak nor me to 
hear. Wherefore I will not remain longer. I 
am grieved to the heart that I have given thee 
pain. Forgive me, I pray thee, forgive me for 
that which hath been an unwilling injury ; but 
speak not words which can but serve to add 
poignancy unto grief, and which are such as it 
beseemeth not a mortal to utter. Grieve not 
thus for a poor maiden who hath little merited 
devotion such as thine." 

I moved to depart, but ere I had well set my 
foot on the little bridge that uniteth the islet 
to the bank, Thomas had sprung to my side. 

"*Tis I who need thy forgiveness, dearest 
Philippa," he said with tenderness. "Truly, 
this hath been an hour of grievous sorrow unto 
me. But here I swear unto thee, loved one, 
and I swear by thine own bright eyes, and by 
thy gentle soul, that grief of mine shall never 
cast a shadow over thy life. Nay, verily, I will 
abide here for so long as my presence may be 
a consolation and a protection. I will be unto 
thee as a brother, until I shall read in thy 

G 
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sweet face that I may dare to offer unto thee 
a nearer and a holier love. Forgive me, dearest 
Philippa, forgive me. *Tis all I ask of thee for 
this present" 

We returned to the castle, and each with a 
sad heart I rejoiced that Geraldine was oc- 
cupied in the gardeA with the Lady Eleanor ; 
thus was I enabled to proceed to my own 
chamber unnoticed. My tears poured forth 
abundantly when that I was alone. In vain 
did I question myself wherefore I could not 
love my cousin as he desired : my head and 
my heart were alike disturbed, and I could 
give no reply to my questionings. But I 
bethought me that it was not to be desired 
that I should continue to dwell in the house of 
mine uncle to be a daily grief of heart unto 
his son : also it seemed unto me that to depart 
was now the only kindness I could show to 
my cousin Thomas, whom I had so unwittingly 
wounded to the very heart. Yet did the 
thought of separation from all whom I loved 
so dearly weigh heavily upon me, and I scarce 
knew how I should bring myself to say fare- 
well. At the last, I determined within myself 
that I would speak with the Lady Eleanor, 
and would request of her (if she also should 
deem it well for me to depart) that she would 
make the needful arrangements for me to re- 
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turn to my pious kinswoman the Lady Abbess 
of S. Mary de Hogges. 

So soon as I had calmed my mind, I pro- 
ceeded towards the garden for this purpose. 
My cousin Thomas entered the hall at the mo- 
ment in which I descended thither. 

"Whither art thou going, Philippa?" he 
asked. 

I replied that I went in quest of the Lady 
Eleanor and Geraldine. It may be that the 
traces of my troubled thoughts were visible in 
my countenance, for he seemed to forbode my 
purpose, and spake thus : 

"Thou wilt not leave us, Philippa?" 

" 'Twere better thus," I answered. 

" Nay, nay,'' he replied, in a choked voice. 
" Abide with us, I entreat thee. I will no more 
vex thee. Take not away the only joy of my 
life, that of seeing thee and hearing thy voice. 
Forget that I have uttered such rash words, 
and make not all hearts sad for my sake. Pro- 
mise, dearest Philippa, that thou wilt stay. 
Verily, if thou goest, I will go also.*' 

He compelled me to promise, the which in 
mine heart I was right glad to do. Also he 
gazed earnestly at my tearful eyes and whis- 
pered : 

" My own, my loved Philippa ! Heaven bless 
thee for ever!" 
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He then hasted away, and in a few instants 
I heard the sound of his horse's hoofs as he 
galloped across the courtyard. My heart sank 
within me. What if he were gone away from 
us, and by reason of my behaviour ! I would 
fain have called him back at any cost Then I 
bethought me that I was doing him a great 
wrong to deem that he would break his pro- 
mise given. While I lingered irresolute as to 
whither I should go, a servitor approached, and 
told me how that Sir Thomas Bagod had bade 
him acquaint the Loi:d Robert Bagod and the 
ladies how that he had rode forth to the city 
of Dublin, and should not return until the 
morrow. 

I was comforted by this, and having plighted 
my word unto my cousin that I would not de- 
part, I did bewray nought of what had passed 
unto the Lady Eleanor, nor unto Geraldine 
my cousin ; for how could I tell them of the 
sorrow I had caused one so dear unto them. 
Moreover, it seemed to me that an Thomas 
were desirous that they should know of his 
feelings, it would be an easier task for him to 
speak of the matter himself Wherefore I held 
my peace. Methinks he did likewise. 

After a short space the Lord Robert Bagod 
began to recover, and he did then desire to 
proceed to his Castle of Bagod Rath, there to 
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abide throughout the winter. Truly it re- 
joiced us all greatly to see the good knight 
mount his horse again and ride thither as of 
old with his son Thomas by his side. 

We had sojourned many weeks at the Castle 
of Bagod Rath, Christmas-tide had passed, and 
Candlemas was drawing nigh, when it chanced 
on one day that Geoffrey de la Brett rode from 
the Castle of Rathfarnham to bring us tidings 
that had arrived from his brother Walter. An 
esquire from the army of King Edward had 
returned for a season to his native land and 
was the bearer thereof. From him Geoffrey 
learned that his brother might be looked for 
shortly after Easter-tide. The esquire like- 
wise said to Geoffrey that Sir Walter de la 
Brett had bade him to make inquiry for his 
messenger and hasten his return, sith his soul 
did long for tidings from his home. 

" And hath the messenger not returned, and 
hath Walter not received my packet V^ asked 
Geraldine. 

" Nay," replied Geoffrey, " Walter biddeth 
me that I should see Adam de Lovestock who 
dwelleth in the Skinners* Row, and who is a 
near kinsman of Gyles Purcell, his messenger, 
and that I should learn of him whether he 
knoweth ought of Gyles." 

" I will go thither also," quoth Thomas. 
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Therefore they went to the Skinners' Row. 
On their return they related the tidings that 
they had obtained. Adam de Lovestock had 
seen his kinsman Gyles on the day whereon 
this latter had departed. Gyles had tarried 
with him for the space of some few hours, and 
had partaken of supper in his house, the vessel 
not being in readiness wherein he should cross 
the seas. Moreover, Adam told them how 
that he had gone to the said vessel in company 
with Gyles Purcell, and how it came to pass 
that they bade each other a hasty farewell, 
sith that whiles they were in converse a knight 
on a dark charger had ridden up in haste, and 
had desired aid for the embarking of his horse. 
Adam said further that Gyles had whispered 
unto him that this was a foreign knight of 
great renown who had been on a visit to Sir 
William de la Brett, the Lord of Rathfarnham. 
Wherefore Gyles offered his aid and bade 
his kinsman farewell. 

Geoffrey's brow was flushed and his eye 
kindled as he now said wrathfully, " I mis- 
doubt me that this knight was Don Amador, 
and that he hath seduced the villain Gyles 
into his service. He spake of going to Annan- 
dale ; but verily methought I had secured that 
Walter's messenger should have departed so 
many hours in advance that not even Don 
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Amador might find wings wherewith to over- 
take him." 

"But even so," said Geraldine, "wherefore 
have not the twain reached their journey's 
end, and the messenger delivered his mes- 
sage ?" 

"No man knoweth," replied Geoffrey. "But 
methinks, this Spaniard hath lured Gyles from 
his duty, and hath perchance taken some cir- 
cuitous route ; may be, they are even yet 
lingering on the road. Were I in Walter's 
stead Gyles Purcell should feel the weight of 
mine anger so soon as he should make his 
appearance ; and heavy as the bribes of the 
Spaniard might be, he should find my wrath 
yet heavier." 

" Methinks, good Master Geoffrey," I ven- 
tured to say, " thou art railing against honest 
men in a most uncourteous manner. There is 
no proof of bribes either offered or accepted. 
Thou art unreasonable. Wind and weather 
and the perils of the seas may have more to 
do with the delay than gold." 

Thus I spake ; for of a truth mine indigna- 
tion was roused in that a beardless boy as was 
Geoffrey should take upon him to sit in judg- 
ment on a noble knight such as Don Amador, 
and to impugn his knightly character thus 
freely. And I marvelled mueb. that c>ws. ^'^ 
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young should be permitted to speak thus dis- 
courteously. But so it was that Geoffrey was 
alway privileged in our halls by reason that 
he was the brother of Walter. I liked not that 
such licence should be granted unto a bold 
tongue ; wherefore, albeit I had no concern 
with the doings of Don Amador or of the mes- 
senger Gyles Purcell, I could not choose but 
utter some words in their defence, they being 
absent. Whereupon Geoffrey, being ever hot- 
brained, retorted more warmly, and Geraldine 
also sided with him ; whiles that Thomas, who 
was alway wont to be my aid, remained silent 
and appeared as if wrapt in gloomy thought 
Now, neither the Lord^ Robert nor the Lady 
Eleanor was in the hall to check this unruly 
tongue ; and I, finding that no heed was paid 
to my words, but that they did rather provoke 
contradiction, rose and departed. 

Geoffrey returned to the Castle of Rathfam- 
ham on the morrow ; after having, with the 
aid of Thomas, made divers inquiries concern- 
ing Gyles. These availed nought. None of 
his acquaintance had heard of him from the 
evening of his departure, nor knew they aught 
save that he had come from the army in An- 
nandale, and desired to return thither with all 
speed. 



VIL 




\T was shortly after Easter-tide that 
we returned to the Castle of Dun- 
drum to sojourn there for awhile. 
Grcraldine and I were right glad, for Dundrum 
was very dear unto us. Here the breezes did 
alway seem to blow more freshly, the birds to 
sing more sweetly, and the flowers to shed 
forth a richer fragrance than at Bagod Rath. 
On the morrow after our arrival we wandered 
into the garden as was our wont. Geraldine 
was in gay spirits, nor was I less joyous : for 
who could withstand the influence of the 
bright sunshine and balmy air? We visited 
the terrace and wandered down to the islet 
below ; and I mind me, how that as we went 
we sang aloud for the very gladness of our 
hearts. Anon we returned to the garden, and 
seated ourselves beneath the trees with our 
broider-worlc But not for long ; we speedily 
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hied us away, going again to the terrace ; 
and thence, with a boldness that had in it also 
some little admixture of timidity, we sped 
down towards the mill and to the path by the 
stream, to look at the tender trees which Lord 
Robert Bagod had caused to be planted there, 
and to list to the birds carolling blithely in 
the wood hard by. Of a truth that morn was 
one never to be forgot. It was one of those 
days wherewith Providence ever and anon 
blesseth us in order to teach us the gladsome- 
ness of life ; one of those days in the which 
although there be no special outward cause 
for joy, the very air seemeth to infuse its own 
heaven-sent balm into our hearts, causing us 
to feel joyful we know not wherefore. 

At length Geraldine said unto me, — " We 
are selfish, dear cousin, to keep this gladness 
unto ourselves. Let us seek my father and 
the Lady Eleanor, and entreat of them that 
they also would come forth and delight them 
in this fragrant air." 

Then we proceeded toward the castle ; but 
ere we reached it we were met by a servitor 
bearing the commands of the Lady Eleanor 
that Geraldine should come unto her on the 
instant ; for that a brave knight had arrived 
from beyond the seas who earnestly craved 
speech of the ladies of the castle. 
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I would have remained in the pleasaunce, 
but Geraldine constrained me to accompany 
her, saying, " I pray thee, dear Philippa, leave 
me not. He that would see the ladies of the 
castle desireth to see thee as well as me. 
Methinks," she added in a lower tone, " this 
can be none other than Walter." 

When we reached the hall, we perceived 
the Lady Eleanor seated on a couch in 
earnest discourse with a stranger. At the 
sound of our footsteps the knight turned him 
about, and behold! it was Sir Walter de la 
Brett, as I quickly discovered by the flush 
that rose to Geraldine's cheek and by the 
eager welcome of her gentle voice. Certes, 
he was a handsome knight to look upon, albeit 
his late sickness had left him somewhat meagre 
and wan. Also methought his brown locks 
and hazel eyes would not bear comparison 
with the raven hues of those of Don Amador. 
He was scarce less of stature than this latter, 
and if less graceful, perchance of even stroi^er 
mould. I could distinguish a great similitude 
in countenance betwixt him and young Geof- 
firejr, the which was not altogether pleasing 
unto me Nevertheless, Sir Walter had 
greatly the advantage of Geoffrey, insomuch 
as the expression of his face betokened a 
milder temper, and his features also were far 
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more comely. His manner toward me was 

most courteous ; and throughout the entire of 

this day of rejoicing he showed himself ever 

as eager as Geraldine that I should have my 

share of gladness. Yea, he spake, and that 

more than once, of his gratitude to me, the 

dear cousin who had added so much to the 

joy of his sweet mistress. Whereat I felt 

some confusion ; for my heart told me how 

much more of joy and of peace had been 

added unto mine own life during my sojourn 

with mine uncle than I could ever bestow on 

any, and the thought of the grief I had caused 

to my dear cousin Thomas pressed heavily 

upon me. Yet his words gladdened my spirit 

For I had had an inward dread lest, that when 

Walter should return, he should deprive me 

of some of Geraldine's society, and filch from 

me some portion of her love. Methinks he 

divined what my thoughts might be, and during 

the whole space of his tarriance he did but 

seem to endeavour to set such fears at rest, 

and to compel me to feel that I, being dear 

unto Geraldine, and bearing a strong love for 

her in my breast, could not but be prized by 

him also. Wherefore he was unto me as a 

brother, and I could not choose but love him. 

Alas ! that his should have been the hand to 

make shipwreck of my life ! 
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After that the first greetings were ended 
and that the first joy and surprise were in 
some degree passed, Geraldine inquired of 
Walter whether the messenger, Gyles Purcell, 
had been seen, and whether he, Walter, had 
received the packet which she had intrusted 
to the hand of the said Gyles ? 

But Walter made answer thus : " Nay, 
dearest Geraldine, nought hath been heard of 
this villain. An he hath lost aught intrusted 
unto his care by thee, sweet one, his reckoning 
with me shall be a heavy one. Geoffrey 
spake somewhat to me of some foreign knight 
of whom he hath a great mistrust But Gyles 
Purcell was never known to be false to his 
duty, nor yet to yield aught given into his 
care to any one man who might contend with 
him, be he great or small, foreign or home- 
bred. I have myself seen Gyles make a good 
fight of it against two churlish Scots, and it 
hath long been his boast that unaided and 
single-handed he hath put to flight four an- 
tagonists ; ay, and that more than once or 
even twice." 

'* And what dost thou think has befallen 
him, Walter V asked Geraldine in an anxious 
tone. " It vexeth my heart to think that 
other eyes than thine may have wandered 
over the writing meant but for thine own eyes 
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only, and that other hands may have handled 
the love-token sacred unto thee." 

" A curse on him who hath committed such 
sacrilege ! " exclaimed Walter, in great indig- 
nation. " Had I but been near, mine arrow 
had been aimed at his eye, and my sword 
fallen on his wrist ere either eye or hand had 
profaned that which thy fingers had touched." 

"Nay, nay, dear Walter," said Geraldine, 
**thou speakest over vehemently. We know 
not for a certainty that any evil hath befallen 
the packet ; albeit, verily there is some mys- 
tery attending it. It may be that Gyles hath 
been overtaken by sickness, or that some great 
mischance hath come upon him from the perils 
of the seas." 

" This also may be, my fair peace-maker ; 
and in sooth, the same thought entered my 
mind ere I quitted Annandale, wherefore I 
entreated of divers friends, and among them of 
Sir John Grore, Sir Simon de Vere, Sir Robert 
de Cyton, and others, whom I need not name, 
sith thou knowest them not, that in the jour- 
neyings which they were about to make in 
sundry parts of the kingdom, they would 
inquire for my truant messenger. Most of all, 
I besought of Sir Robert Cyton that he would 
do me this favour ; for he hath the intent 
to ride unto the city of Lancaster, and I gave 
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my permission unto Gyles Purcell to tarry for 
one night in the city of Lancaster, an he were 
not delayed overmuch in his crossing of the 
seas." 

" Methinks," said Geraldine, " *twere best to 
make search for the man in this said city of 
Lancaster. It may be that he lingereth there 
even.now." 

" Nay, nay," replied Walter ; " I can enter- 
tain no such hope. And though ever and anon 
mine anger is kindled for some moments 
against Gyles, yet in mine heart I have a 
great fear that some grievous mischance hath 
befallen him. Would that thy master had been 
by thy side in the time of need, my faithful 
Gyles ! I doubt me not thou wast true to the 
end, and didst defend thy trust with thy life. 
I could ill spare thee, poor Gyles !" 

No more was said ; but we all perceived 
that Sir Walter was much troubled about the 
fate of his messenger and of the packet where- 
with he had been intrusted. 

Walter de la Brett tarried with us for some 
few days, after which he abode awhile at his 
father's Castle of Rathfarnham, and again 
awhile with us ; and thus our days passed 
blithely. With him and Thomas we had alway 
gay cavaliers to escort us whithersoever we 
listed ; also he had many a tale of wonder and 
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of mirth to recount of what he had seen during 
his absence. 

Lord Robert grew more gay, and partook 
with more appetite of the dainties of the 
table, which was a joy to us all, sith of late he 
had eaten but too sparingly, and as though he 
would fain have gone without food save to 
pleasure us. Also he again poured fortjii the 
Burgundy into his cup as of old, to the health 
of the fair ladies. The Lady Eleanor likewise 
appeared to grow younger and more mirthful 
Geraldine also was as gay as the birds in the 
woods ; and truly, as her father was wont to 
say, her eyes seemed to pour forth sunbeams 
that shed their bright rays of gladness over 
all within their reach. I rejoiced greatly to 
see their happiness. Yet amid the outward 
merriment my heart was sad. There seemed 
to be something alway wanting. Even when 
Geraldine attuned her lute to sing some lay, 
as Walter would often entreat that she would, 
the tones sounded unto mine ears less sweet 
than of old. And it was so, that when her 
face was the brightest my heart was often the 
saddest. Likewise I perceived that all was 
not well with my cousin Thomas. Most man- 
fully had he kept his promise plighted unto 
me ; yet could he not conceal from my anx- 
ious eye that the happiness of his sister, dearly 
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as he loved her, served but to deepen the 
gloom of his own spirit. He did his endeavour 
to hide his melancholy and to appear gay ; 
and, methinks, none save myself were aware 
of his real sorrow of heart. But from me he 
could not hide it, and verily I know that he like- 
wise discovered the cloud over my own spirit. 
Perchance the gloom that oppressed us twain, 
amid so much gladness around us, served to 
quicken the sympathy of both, and to give us 
a secret consciousness each of the other's hidden 
trouble. Often and often in the solitude of night 
I asked of myself wherefore we twain should 
be thus sorrowful in the midst of joy. Again 
and again I asked of myself an it would be 
possible for me to give my love to my cousin, 
and thus remove the cloud resting upon him. 
But the answer of my soul was ever the same ; 
the same " Nay." A dark shadow seemed to 
arise betwixt him and me whensoever I medi- 
tated on these things ; and often, after musing 
thereupon, I would find myself listening again 
in a kind of reverie to the melodious lays sung 
by Don Amador, and again beholding the 
gfrace and grandeur of his form and features. 
Whereat I became angered ; for with these 
came also the remembrance of the scant cour- 
tesy he had shown toward me, whiles that he 

H 
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had evidenced such marked deference toward 
Geraldine. 

After a short space Walter grew importunate 
for the celebration of the bridal of Geraldine 
and himself; saying that they had now been 
a long while betrothed, and that he desired 
to claim her for his bride without further delay. 
The Lord Robert Bagod loved Walter greatly; 
yet dreaded withal to part from his sweet 
daughter and to give her to another. Yet after 
some discourse it was determined that the 
bridal should be celebrated on the approach- 
ing feast of S. Colomb : the which was a sacred 
day in the castle of the Lord Robert Bagod, 
for that it had been the marriage-day of him- 
self and of his own loved wife, and had been 
unto them the beginning of their brief years 
of happiness. 

Now the weeks were few that should pass 
before the feast of S. Colomb ; wherefore Ger- 
aldine and myself were continually busied in 
discoursing with the Lady Eleanor concerning 
the preparations for that notable day and in 
aiding her therein. Also the early morn oft 
found us in the garden, that we might tend 
our flowers together yet some few times more. 
Then would Geraldine plant afresh one tender 
root or another, and commit them to my 
charge ; saying, " Have a care of this, sweet 
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cousin, my father delighteth in its perfume ;" 
or, "Take heed for me that this is well watered, 
for my dear aunt loveth it:" or again, "It 
grieveth me to part from thee, my loved Phi- 
lippa ; yet have I somewhat of myself to leave 
thee in my flowers ; let them speak unto thee 
of me ; verily I know thou wilt love them for 
my sake." 

Sometimes we would even mingle our tears ; 
for we loved each other with a strong affection. 
Yet anon Geraldine would laugh even amid 
her teardrops, and say that she would shortly 
return ; and tell me how that she and Walter 
would bring back in their company some grand 
knight, who should win my love even as Walter 
had won hers. For Sir Walter de la Brett had 
announced his intent to take his sweet Geral- 
dine to England to the Court, there to present 
her unto our gracious Queen Marguerite. But 
I could not smile with her in the anticipations 
of the future : for I was in no mirthful mood. 
How could it be that I should be so gay as 
Geraldine ? 

Now it chanced on one morning that Geral- 
dine and myself desired to gather posies for 
the adorning of our apartments. Thus all of 
us younger folk descended to the garden ; 
which presently quitting, we adjourned to the 
terrace. Here Geraldine halted before some 
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small plants of ivy, saying, " I will bring one 
of these, dear Philippa, and plant it beneath 
thy lattice. Walter, do thou likewise ; thus as 
our plants grow higher and higher shall our 
Philippa be ever reminded more and more of 
her loving cousins." 

The thought pleased me well ; wherefore 
the plants were speedily uprooted for the pur- 
pose. Now the apartments devoted to Geral- 
dine and myself were within the square tower, 
and thither we all adjourned ; and being much 
busied with the ivy plants, we took no heed of 
aught else. Wherefore we did not perceive 
the approach of poor Kathleen until that she 
was close to us. Thomas was the first to be- 
come aware of her presence ; and he spake 
gently to her, asking of her how she fared. 
At his words I turned ; and, of a truth I shall 
never forget her. She was attired in a robe of 
white, as was her wont ; her long fair tresses 
were bound back from her brow with a slender 
chaplet of pale blue, and descended well nigh 
to her knees, floating round her like a golden 
veil ; her small white feet were bare. Verily 
she seemed to me to look more like a visitant 
from another world than like an inhabitant of 
this earth. Her large eyes wandered wildly 
around, her thin nostrils were dilated, and she 
appeared as one in a great excitement. Yet 
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she replied calmly to my cousin, " I thank thee 
kindly, most honoured Sir Thomas Bagod, for 
thy courtesy," she made answer with a low 
obeisance ; " my body fareth well, but I am 
burdened with a message unto thine house, 
and my mind knoweth no rest until it be de- 
livered." 

Thomas perceived her excitement, and would 
have soothed her, and have conducted her 
home, but she waved him back, saying," Hinder 
me not This message is less for thee than 
for her who hath evennow begun the work of 
ruin. Thy future. Sir Thomas Bagod, is 
shrouded ; it is hidden from mine eyes, which 
can but behold thy present meed of sadness, 
and may not see what portion of joy shall be 
for thee in the time to come. I do but know 
that whithersoever thou shalt go, all men shall 
bless thee, sith thine arm is ever strong to de- 
fend the right and to protect the weak. Shame, 
shame on them who dare to wound thy noble 
heart! " 

Methought she glanced toward me as she 
spake ; yet doubtless this was but my fantasy. 

Ere any among us could utter a word, she 
advanced a step, and, fixing her eyes on Geral- 
dine, spake thus; "Unto thee, most noble lady, 
is my message ; yea, verily, unto thee and unto 
the knight by thy side. The eagle hasteth 
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after the prey, and who may resist his might 
I have looked upon the angel of darknej 
and desolation, and who may withstand h 
sword ? " 

Geraldine grew pale, and clung to Walte 
who would have interfered with angry word: 
saying, ''Peace, thou mad woman, and gc 
thee gone!" 

But she heeded him not. Fixing her eye 
on the castle tower, she continued, " Lad] 
thou hast sown ruin and hast planted destruc 
tion. Yea, this ivy shall overspread the towe 
and shall behold its decay. Lo ! a vision hat 
appeared unto me in the hours of darkness ; 
hath risen before mine eyes in the silence c 
night. I have seen that which shall be ; 
have looked upon the things which are yet fc 
to come. Behold this tower shall stand, shroude 
by the ivy thine hand hath planted, when th 
halls of its castle are deserted and when th 
name of Bagod is forgotten and is no moi 
heard therein. Yea, it shall be a refuge fc 
the saints, and the holy shall take shelterwithi 
it. I see the sacred robes, mine ears hearke 
unto the chant of monks and nuns, who, in th 
days of trouble, shall here repeat their orison 
in unison. And lo ! yet once more mine eye 
behold a vision, and mine ears hearken unt 
sounds both sweet and strange. The laughte 
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6f the youthful and the voices of the mirthful 
echo again among the walls of yon tower. 
Yet doth the ivy thine hand hath planted 
still live a relique of the past ; it endureth a 
sad, albeit tender memorial of Geraldine Bagod. 
Mine eye weepeth, fair lady, for a time of 
sorrow draweth nigh. For thee, brave knight, 
danger approacheth. What it is, I may not see, 
nor hath Fate revealed unto me the end thereof 
Woe's me ! alas, alas ! whither shall I go ?'* 

As she ended these startling words she sank to 
the ground. Geraldine had become of a ghastly 
pallor, and looked well nigh like unto one that 
is dead. Mine own knees did tremble beneath 
me ; and when I would have spoken, my tongue 
refused utterance. Truly we were all much 
alarmed. But Thomas advanced towards the 
unhappy damsel. " Poor brainsick maiden !" 
he said; "thou art not fit to wander alone. 
Let not her wild words affright thee, dear 
sister ; she knoweth not what she saith." 

Yet even as he spake I could see that he 
also was uneasy. Of a truth, her words 
brought to the mind of each and all of us the 
ancient warning to the house of Bagod ; also 
the divers omens that we ourselves had ex- 
perienced ; and although Thomas called the 
damsel brainsick, yet each heart felt that the 
warning was not to be scoffed at. 
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A deep, sharp sob brake from the damsel 
while that Thomas was a-speaking, and she 
became seized with a great tremor. Where- 
fore Thomas intreated of me that I would 
hasten to the gatehouse to fetch Alice, whiles 
that he remained to support the head of the 
maiden, and to control her in case of need. 
Poor Alice was in great trouble when she 
heard what had befallen ; also she trembled 
greatly, and sighed, saying, "Would that 
such words had never been spoken !" 

She hasted to return with me to the spot 
where Kathleen lay ; at the which, when we 
had returned, we discovered the unhappy 
damsel in a death-like swoon. She was con- 
veyed to the house of the porter, where she 
long lay hovering betwixt life and death. 

Geraldine was greatly affrighted, nor could 
she forbear to weep again and again through- 
out that day : albeit she continually pro- 
tested that she would not believe that aught 
of evil was near. The Lord Robert Bagod 
was somewhat angered that his darling child 
should have been thus frighted, and he would 
fain have spoken sternly to Alice for that she 
had permitted Kathleen to walk forth alone. 
But the Lady Eleanor made intercession, say- 
ing that Alice had no knowledge of what 
should come to pass, and that Kathleen had 
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of late been most gentle. Also they did 
both agree that the hand of heaven was upon 
the damsel ; the which none could doubt, and 
none could fight against the decrees of the 
Most High. Therefore the Lord Robert 
Bagod changed his purpose, and in lieu of 
sending for Alice, he asked of Father Philip 
that he would be pleased to proceed to the 
damsel without delay, and to see how she 
fared both in soul and body. 

I perceived how that the tear-drops stood 
in the eyes of the Lady Eleanor, as we re- 
lated unto her what had happened, and of the 
alarm of her beloved Geraldine. 

The words of Kathleen could not be chased 
from our minds ; nor could we rid ourselves 
of some forebodings of coming evil, albeit 
nought else took place to disturb our peace. 
Father Philip prayed over the sick girl, and 
spake to her such words as he deemed most 
befitting ; but she continued too much ex- 
hausted to utter aught in reply. 

Now we rode abroad oftentimes ; and it 
chanced on one day, on the which we had 
ridden forth for pleasure, that Thomas and 
myself, being in advance of Geraldine and 
Walter, perceived a party of horsemen, among 
whom I distinguished Don Amador de Puerto^ 
Carrero. Thomas also descried him ; and he 
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becoming aware likewise of our presence, made 
his customary most courteous salutation. 
Wherefore Thomas halted ; and after the in- 
terchange of some few friendly words, re- 
quested to know whether Don Amador could 
afford him any tidings of Sir Walter's mes- 
senger, seeing that he had quitted Dublin at 
the same time. 

To which inquiry Don Amador thus re- 
plied : " Nay, good Sir Thomas, I can tell 
thee nought of him. Truly, I did cross the 
seas in the selfsame vessel with him ; but 
when that he had quitted the ship, I saw no 
more of him. Moreover, sith I had heard 
tidings in the city of Dublin which compelled 
me to proceed to London in lieu of carrying 
out my intent of going to Annandale, my 
route after that we reached the land lay in a 
direction different from his. It grieveth me 
that cause of vexation should have come to 
mine honoured friends at the Castle of Dun- 
drum. Methinks the knave must have played 
truant, or that he must have fallen into the 
hands of robbers. It was told me that there 
were many such lingering in the vicinage of 
the city of Lancaster. Also I myself fell in 
with more than one good knight who had 
suffered at their hands." 

" I thought likewise," said I, " that some 
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mischance had befallen the man. Said I not 
so, cousin Thomas, when he was accused of 
more mercenary acts ?" 

" The Mistress Philippa doth alway judge 
with discretion and kindness," replied Don 
Amador, bowing low unto me. " I mind me, 
fair lady, how that thou art well known to be 
a stanch friend. Happy he that hath such a 
partisan!" 

He then turned toward Thomas, making 
some inquiries from him concerning Eustace 
Bradeston. After which he again greeted us 
with courtesy, bidding us farewell, and rode 
forward to rejoin his company, some of whom 
were lingering for him. Thus when they fell 
in with Geraldine and Walter, he was in 
earnest converse with two ladies. Wherefore he 
did but salute Geraldine with great reverence. 

Yet although Don Amador spake of his 
honoured friends at Dundrum, I could not 
but remark with some surprise that he did not 
come thither, either to pay his devoirs to the 
Lady Eleanor, or to continue his discourse with 
the Lord Robert Bagod. Belike the blighting 
of his hopes with regard to Geraldine was the 
cause thereof ; and thus interpreting his con- 
duct, I could not in mine heart but admire 
the knight who displayed such fortitude in 
avoiding the society of one so dear unto him. 
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Moreover, Don Amador was even careful to 
shun the chance of meeting with Geraldine at 
the Castle of Rathfarnham, which self-denial 
was assuredly deserving of praise ; for, doubt- 
less, to have visited Rathfarnham frequently, 
would have given him no small pleasure. But 
young Geoffrey, who was ever prone to see the 
wrong in whatsoever was done by Don Amador, 
was highly displeased, saying, that after having 
made so long a tarriance at the castle of Sir 
William de la Brett at a former time, it was 
discourteous and unknightly to neglect to ride 
thither on this occasion. But verily, boys will 
prate of things which they understand not; 
and Geoffrey was from a babe overpetted, and 
permitted to say whatsoever he listed without 
any check. When he shall reach man's estate, 
and shall mingle among men, then he will 
receive many a rebuff, and will learn that he 
must needs govern his forward tongue. 

Sith Don Amador knew nought of Gyles 
Purcell, the fate of the said Gyles appeared 
beyond discovery; and we were all of one 
mind in deeming that he had fallen into evil 
hands in the vicinage of the city of Lancaster, 
and had been robbed and murdered. 

The days passed away quickly ; nought 
worthy of record befell until that the Feast of 
S. Colomb was close at hand. 




VIII. 

COLOMB'S Eve was ushered in 
with bright sunlight and fragrant 
airs. Geraldine and myself arose 
betimes to visit our garden. Verily that 
morning was a joyous one, and even yet, 
whensoever it recurreth to my memory as the 
last morning of careless glee and light-heart- 
edness, it seemeth unto me that a ray from its 
gladness still lingereth to cheer the sad re- 
membrances of my life. 

Light clouds sailed across the azure sky, 
ever and anon casting their soft shadows over 
the beauteous hills, whose summits seemed to 
touch the sky, forming a road to the very 
portals of heaven. We gazed at them awhile 
from the terrace, and Geraldine at length 
said, "Whithersoever I may go, dearest 
Philippa, I shall still see these hills in my 
dreams, and my heart will ofttimes turn to 
them and to thee." 

She looked so happy, albeit her expression 
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had also more of the pensive in it than was its 
wont, that my conscience smote me for that I 
could not speak in reply. But my heart was 
heavy, and my voice was choked within me ; 
for I could think of nought else but the deso- 
lation which would fall upon this fair scene 
when that Sir Walter should have carried 
away our loved one from us. 

"Thou wilt not love me less when I am 
gone, sweet cousin V she asked quickly. 

"Nay, nay," I made answer, while trying 
to restrain my tears. " I will never love thee 
less, my darling cousin. My love for thee is 
firm and unchanging as yonder hills. Tears 
and smiles may play over its surface as lights 
and shadows are even now playing over them ; 
but, like them, it will remain for ever un- 
changed and unshaken." 

" I believe thee, sweet sister of my heart ; 
and thy love is very precious unto me. Grieve 
not that we are to be parted for a while ; our 
meeting again will make amends for all ; and, 
dearest Philippa, suffer not that my father 
and the Lady Eleanor should be sad." 

Thus we discoursed, and now and again we 
forgat the separation that should come, in our 
conjectures concerning all the wonders that 
Geraldine should behold on her journey, and 
during her visit to the Court of England. 
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But it boots not now to tell how the hours 
of that day were passed, nor to speak of the 
preparations that were a-making for the mor- 
row. Alas! and the silken banners that should 
have waved proudly over fair bride and gallant 
bridegroom served but to flap heavily above a 
lifeless corse ! Alas ! alas f for valour and 
for beauty. 

The evening was balmy as summer even is 
wont to be. We all joined in entreating that 
the Lord Robert and the Lady Eleanor would 
adjourn to the terrace, and would permit that 
wines should be served there in lieu of in the 
hall. 

"Do thou, brother Thomas, tarry to con- 
duct the Lady Eleanor," said Geraldine ! " and 
Ehilippa and I will go in advance. Truly I 
pant for the mountain breeze." 

Wherefore Geraldine and myself proceeded 
to the terrace, and strolled past that portion 
of it which is shaded by the bushes to the 
further end which looketh down upon the 
islet. On a sudden we perceived a rushing 
noise amid the shrubs ; we turned round, and 
lo ! at that moment Don Amador de Puerto- 
Carrero burst forth from the bushes, and stood 
on the terrace, close by our side. 

We started, and Geraldine grew somewhat 
pale as, in reply to the low salute of the 
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knight, she asked, " Wherefore art thou here, 
sir knight?" 

'*I have watched and waited for this moment 
during many days and many weeks, fair lady," 
he made answer. " I have been at hand when 
thou knewest it not ; and now at length for- 
tune has befriended me." 

" I comprehend thee not," returned Geral- 
dine, haughtily. "An thou hast desired speech 
of any within our castle thou couldest have 
procured admittance and an interview with 
the Lord Robert Bagod at any time. He 
hath ever shown thee the greatest courtesy." 

" Nay, I crave not speech of the Lord 
Robert Bagod," replied Don Amador ; " but 
of thee, sweet Geraldine, and of thee only. 
Wilt thou accord me a few moments of pri- 
vate speech with thee on yon islet ?" 

" Nay, that will I not do," said Geraldine, a 
flush of anger rising to her brow. " Thou 
canst have nought to say to me that my 
cousin may not hear. Let us return to the 
castle, Philippa." 

Don Amador frowned. He approached 
more closely, and stood in the path in such a 
manner as to bar our return. Methought, had 
there been time for delay, he would have 
paused in his discourse to push me out of the 
path down into the stream below. 
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"Dearest, most beloved Geraldine/* thus 
he pleaded, " I entreat, I implore of thee, re- 
ject not my love. Do not I adore thee with 
a fervency unknown to these cold northern 
knights ? Do not I worship thee with an 
ardour that they can never feel ? Fly, fly with 
me, angel of my soul ! Fly to the sunny 
south, the land of ardent hearts and of true, 
true love!'* 

"Peace! I command thee, Don Amador!" 
she made answer. "Thy words anger me. 
Thou knowest that I have given my heart to 
another, and that the morrow's sun shall see 
my fortunes linked for ever with his. Thy 
words insult me. Go thy way in peace, and 
presume not to speak thus." 

" By San lago ! I will not go ! I will never 
leave thee while this heart hath one life-pulse 
left. I will follow thee whithersoever thou 
goest. Death alone shall part thee and me. 
Nay, dearest Geraldine, queen of my soul, turn 
not thus coldly ^way. Speak, I conjure thee. 
Say that thou lovest me !" 

He advanced toward her, and would have 
encircled her with his arm ; but she started 
back, saying, "Touch me not! I love thee? 
Nay, I hate thee ! I despise thee ! Thinkest 
thou that the bride of Sir Walter de la Brett 
will calmly listen to words such as these.? 

I 
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Hence, thou craven knight I nor dare to insult 
me further." 

" Nay, time is too precious for the bandy- 
ing of words," said Don Amador. "I tell 
thee plainly, fair lady, I cannot live without 
thy love. Thou shalt, thou must be mine! 
I worship thee, I love thee with all my soul. 
Resistance is vain. I am desperate. I have 
tarried long for this hour; and thinkest thou 
that now, in the moment of victory, I will 
draw back } Mine thou art, mine thou shalt 
be, mine in sunny Spain. Mine! mitie! mine 
own, for ever !" •" 

He darted forward, and ere either-' she or I 
could move, he had caught her in his arms, 
and was bounding lightly down the narrow 
path that leadeth to the islet (and beyond to 
the postern by the mill), with his lovely 
burden. 

" Help ! Philippa ! Help ! help ! " she shrieked 
She must then have swounded, for after giving 
utterance to one piercing scream, her head fell 
heavily on Don Amador*s shoulder. 

In a moment of horror and terror, I knew 
not what to do. But impulse bade me remain 
near her, come what • might. Wherefore I 
likewise pressed forward down toward the 
islet. And as I went I shouted loudly for 
Thomas, for I thought he could not b^e far 
distant. 
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My heart throbbed as I heard again the 
cracking of underwood ; and, behold ! Sir 
Walter de la Brett followed closely by a 
stranger. "Geraldine! Geraldine! save her!" 
I cried as I pointed toward the islet. Walter 
dashed forward ; and when Don Amador 
reached the brink of the stream, Walter was 
but a few paces from him. Don Amador 
leaped across the stream with his lovely 
burden, and was followed by Walter, who, in 
his turn, was pursued by the stranger, a fol- 
lower of Don Amador, who, as afterward 
appeared, had been stationed in the bushes to 
keep watch, and warn his master of danger. 

Don Amador lay Geraldine gently on the 
mossy turf, and spake some words to this 
man, who took up his station by her side. 
Methinks I myself must have been borne 
along by some wondrous power, for I have no 
remembrance of passing round by the bridge 
to the islet, and yet I was kneeling by the 
side of my beloved cousin ere Walter and 
Don Amador could cross swords. 

" False-hearted villain ! Stand and defend 
thyself!" shouted Walter. "Thou shalt pay 
for this with thy life!" 

" By San lago ! thou hadst best look to 
thyself. Sir Walter," cried Don Amador, with 
a mocking laugh. He then picked up the 
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ribbon which had fallen from Geraldine's 
tresses and twisted it hastily round his anp, 
shouting, "For Geraldine and Spain !" 

"Geraldine and the right!" cried Walter; 
and, lo! the fearful fray began. Swords 
clashed, glittering in the evening sun. Now 
one, now the other, seemed to be winning the 
day. Once Sir Walter bore back the Spanish 
knight close to the spot where Geraldine was 
yet lying, as it seemed, lifeless. Anon Don 
Amador bore him back in return, well nigh to 
the water's brink. The strife had been but 
of some minutes durance when, to my joy, 
I beheld Thomas coming at full speed through 
the bushes, attended by some servitors ; at the 
moment at which he leaped the stream, Walter 
fell, the life blood flowing in a torrent from 
his side. Yet, ere he fell, he inflicted such a 
wound on the Spanish knight as made him 
stagger, and, before he could recover himself, 
a blow from Thomas stretched him on the 
ground. Geoffrey rushed up at the self-same 
instant, and would have pierced Don Amador 
to the heart with his dagger, but Thomas 
restrained him, saying, " Strike not the fallen, 
Geoffrey, 'tis the part of a craven and a 
coward." 

Thomas then gave orders that Sir Walter 
should be carried to the castle with all speed. 
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The noise of the fray aroused Geraldine from 
her swoon. Wherefore she sat up: and I, 
seeing that her life had returned to her, went 
to the side of Don Amador to know what 
injury he had received. Verily I could not 
restrain my tears when I beheld the blood- 
drops oozing forth from his wound, and he 
lying as though dead, stunned by the weight 
of his fall. In that moment I forgot all his 
fault, I forgave him all. I did but know that 
as the tide of life ebbed from him, the bright- 
ness of life was ebbing likewise from me. 

"*Tis the righteous punishment of Heaven! " 
said Thomas, in a voice so solemn that I could 
not choose but lift mine eyes. His gaze met 
mine, and on the instant he read the secret of 
which, until now, I had been scarce conscious 
myself, which, had I been aware of it, I would 
have guarded with my life. His eyes rested 
on mine for a moment with a look of deep 
anguish. Then his noble nature prevailed 
over all other feelings, and in a softened voice 
he said, " Bear the Spanish knight also to the 
castle. His hours are numbered." 

Then he drew near unto me, and said in a 
low voice, " Alas ! alas ! Philippa." I shrank 
from him ; for I could not forget that his had 
been the hand to level Don Amador with the 
earth. I commended Geraldine to his care, 
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saying that I would myself hasten forward to 
the castle to advertise the Lord Robert and 
the Lady Eleanor of what had befallen, lest 
that they should be overmuch affrighted. 
Twilight had come on, and as I sped along 
the terrace, methought I perceived a misty 
form in advance of me. 

Great was the grief of Lord Robert, and of 
the Lady Eleanor, for they loved Walter with 
exceeding affection. 

A couch was prepared for him in the crim- 
son chamber. There Geraldine and Thomas 
watched beside him ; also the Lord Robert 
Bagod and the Lady Eleanor were there, 
desiring, with great anxiety, to know the 
opinion of the leech. 

Wherefore, seeing that none required me 
there, and being unhappy in my mind con- 
cerning Don Amador, I quitted the crimson 
chamber and reached the hall at the instant 
in which the pallid form of the Spanish knight 
was borne beneath the banners of rejoicing to- 
ward the chamber which Thomas had ordained 
should be prepared for him. The servitors 
placed him somewhat rudely on a couch, and 
I departed to procure some wine. When I 
returned, the faithful attendant who had kept 
watch and ward for his master in the early 
part of the evening, was staxvd\T^'^\i^.\3ft\\v^tlie 
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brow of the knight, and murmuring soothing 
words in their native tongue. I made signs 
that I would fain be of some service. Where- 
fore, when Don Amador revived, it was I who 
was bathing his burning brow, and wetting his 
lips with wine. 

"Where am I ?" he asked. "And where is 
she, my beloved ? Is she in safety ? " 

" She is in safety," I made answer. " She 
is in this castle. But I pray thee that thou 
wouldest keep silence, sith thine own life 
dependeth thereon." 

Yet would he not be persuaded, but did 
insist that I should relate unto him all that 
had happened after that he and Sir Walter 
had fallen. When I had concluded my speech, 
he said, "I do thank thee heartily, kind 
Mistress Philippa, that thou hast taken pity 
on me, who, until now, have been all too un- 
witting of thine exceeding goodness. Abide 
with me yet for a while, I pray thee, if that 
this be not too great a boon to ask of thee." 

Wherefore I abode. Likewise he desired of 
me that I would despatch a messenger to the 
chamber of Sir Walter to bring tidings of how 
he fared. Which messenger brought back 
word that his lamp of life was thought to be 
flickering, and the leech did forebode that in 
some three hours at furthest it wowld V^^ ^'^- 
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tinguished in darkness. A gleam of triumph, 
such as made me tremble, lighted up the 
features of Don Amador. " Mine own lamp 
flickereth likewise," he said ; " yet methinks it 
shall outburn that of mine adversary." 

After a while Don Amador fell into a deep 
sleep. Now I desired not that Geraldine 
should feel as though she were forsaken by 
me in the hour of her grief. For albeit my 
soul was very sore, for that she had won the 
whole heart of the Spaniard, leaving therein 
no space for kindly thoughts toward any other, 
yet did I love my fair cousin most dearly,' 
and now, in the time of sorrow, I yearned to 
be near her, and to comfort her. Wherefore I 
commended Don Amador to the care of his 
watchful attendant, and went to the chamber 
whither Sir Walter de la Brett had been 
conveyed. 

Alas ! how deeply every scene of that fearful 
night is graven on my heart ! 

I entered the chamber softly. A lamp 
burned dimly in one corner, and near it stood 
the leech who was busied in compounding 
some sort of medicine. The rest of the apart- 
ment was only lighted by the moonbeams 
which shone upon the portrayings in gold, 
azure and other bright colours wherewith the 
crimson chamber is adottv^d^ >N\\.Vi. ^. weird 
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light, and made the figures within the room 
look well-nigh unearthly. None were there 
save Geraldine and good Father Philip, stand- 
ing beside the couch whereon lay Sir Walter 
de la Brett ; and verily the crimson curtains 
and quilt seemed to make the pallor of death 
even more fearful than its wont beneath those 
fitful moonbeams. It was in mine heart to 
turn back and flee. How could I bear to look 
on him who lay dying by the hand of one 
dear unto mine own self! How could I 
exchange a sister's kiss of love with my dar- 
ting Geraldine, when mine heart was a traitor 
to her the while ! In that moment I resolved 
that she should never know my sad secret. 

She beckoned me to draw near. I obeyed 
with trembling limbs. 

" Tis our dear Philippa, Walter," she mur- 
mured, and threw her arm around me and 
kissed me. Verily those slender fingers seemed 
to burn me, and the gentle lips to scorch my 
brow. 

"Knowest thou aught of Don Amador?" 
he asked. He spake with labour, and I could 
scarce hear his words. 

" He is wounded unto death," I made 
answer. '* He hath been brought into one of 
the lower apartments of the castle." 

" God have mercy on his souV" \sv>\\\s^m\^^ 



122 Legend of 

Walter. " If he suffer as I do, he needeth ai 
woman's hand to assuage his pains. See, dear 
Philippa." 

Geraldine*s eyes were filled with tears. 
"Good, noble Walter!" she said. *"Tis hard 
upon thee, dear cousin, to bid thee vex thyself 
concerning the foe of our house. Yet go, I 
pray thee, and ask whether this Don Amador 
needeth aught in his dying moments. Per- 
chance old Alice would take pity on him, and 
remain beside him." 

''I will go," I replied. "Fare thee well, 
Walter." 

But Walter heeded not my words, for he 
had again sunk into a stupor. Wherefore I 
glided noiselessly from the chamber to do his 
bidding and that of mine own heart. 

As I returned through the hall I perceived 
Thomas in discourse with a damsel attired in 
a dark robe and hood. At the instant that he 
saw me he said, "Philippa, Kathleen hath 
come hither to offer her service in attending 
upon the Spanish knight." 

" I was greatly startled ; and much I mis- 
doubted an it would be well to allow this 
brain-sick girl to watch beside a dying man. 
Yet did I greatly dread to thwart Kathleen in 
any way. Moreover, she seemed now to be 
unlike her former seU. SVv^ Vva.d Vsxdd^ti her 
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long golden hair and slender throat beneath a 
wimple and gorget, and her fair face was 
deeply shaded by a black hood ; whilst in 
lieu of her accustomed white robe she wore 
one of a dark hue, and over it a white lap- 
cloth. Her speech was calm and quiet, and 
her eye had in it more of grief than of bright- 
ness. Whiles that I delayed to reply to my 
cousin Thomas, she spake thus : " Yea, kind 
mistress Philippa, I pray thee to permit me to 
tender my poor services. It is for this purpose 
I have come. I would fain be of some aid in 
the attendance upon this dying knight." 

" Ay, Philippa, grant her her request," said 
Thomas. "Alice came hither but now with 
her ; and saith that she is ever quiet and gentle 
whiles in the presence of such as be sick." 

Wherefore I consented. Nor had I cause 
to repent Poor Kathleen ! Her eye was 
quick and her hand ready to bring whatso- 
ever was needed. Yet I mind me now how 
that she never spake, nor did she advance 
within sight of the wounded man's eyes save 
when she was compelled, and then with such 
gentle step and watchful care that nought in 
her movements could disturb him or cause 
him to look around. 

For the most part she remained by the 
small table at the back of \\\s cowOcv.. 
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About midnight the door of the chamber 
was opened, and Geraldine entered. In her 
hand she carried a small lamp, which shed a 
pale light over her wan features. Methought 
she seemed like to an angel, so pure, so calm, 
so noble was she in her bearing. Yet, withal, 
there was on her brow a look of deep anguish. 
She made a great effort to command her 
emotion, and thus she spake : 

" I have come hither, Don Amador de 
Puerto-Carrero, at the bidding of him whom 
thou hast most grievously injured, to perform 
his last behest." 

Don Amador opened his eyes ; and albeit 
with each word he unwillingly betrayed the 
anguish which its utterance caused him, he 
replied, " From whatever cause thou comest, 
sweet lady, I hail thee as an angel from 
heaven." 

"Peace, I command thee!" said Geraldine, 
imperiously. " Peace ! I am come but to tell 
thee that with his dying breath Sir Walter de 
la Brett forgives thee, even as he hopes to be 
forgiven his own sins ; in order that thou 
mayest make thy peace with heaven, with 
the more comfort to thy soul." 

" And I tell him," burst forth the Spaniard 

in grievous excitement, " that I fling his for- 

giveness back in liis tYvto^X. \ d^-sk^ \t tvot 
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He hath injured me deeply. I scorn his for- 
giveness, and neither earth nor heaven shall 
make me grant him mine." He paused for 
strength, and then again brake forth. " Also 
bid him know I have that which doth soothe 
my dying hours better than idle words. I 
have that which he hath not" 

He drew from his breast a long lock of 
bright brown hair, which, albeit some portions 
thereof were bedabbled with gore, Geraldine 
at once knew to be the love-token sent by her 
to Sir Walter by the hand of his messenger. 
Gyles Purcell. I perceived that she trembled. 

" Whence hast thou that ? " she asked. 

" From the hand of thy messenger." 

" Traitor ! " exclaimed Geraldine. " And 
thou, thou craven knight, wast not ashamed 
to trade with him who was mean enough to 
betray his trust." 

" Rail not at him, sweet lady. *Twas no 
fault of his that in falling into the water he 
left the packet in my hands." 

" And thou hast murdered him ! Nay, I 
deemed not that even thou wert so base." 

" Nay, nay, I murdered him not," said Don 
Amador, feebly. For a sudden faintness came 
upon him, and he would have swounded, but 
that his attendant brought a cordial and poured 
it into his lips, whereupon he tevvM^d "aj^^wv- 
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Geraldine would have quitted the chamber ; 
but he stayed her, saying, " Tarry yet a space, 
I beseech thee. My sands of life are well 
nigh run out. Say, hast thou no kind word 
to utter ere I go hence for evermore ? My 
life is well yielded up, if the forfeit win one 
such from thy sweet lips. Say, oh say, 
dearest, best beloved, say but one such word!" 

The reply brake forth indignantly from 
Geraldine. " Barest thou to speak thus ? 
Barest thou to ask for words of kindness from 
me whom thou hast insulted V 

" Yet hear me, dearest lady. Say at least 
that thou forgivest me, that thou forgivest'the 
impulse of my wild, fiery love. Say ^" 

Geraldine seemed as though she heard him 
not. "Barest thou," she said, "to ask for 
words of kindness from me whom thou hast 
bereft of all that earth held of dearest to me ? 
Much do I marvel at thy boldness. I came 
not hither of mine own will, but at the bidding 
of the lord of my heart, to fulfil his will and 
to bear his message unto thee, who dost so 
little merit his condescension. Sith thou art 
incapable of gratitude, I leave thee, nor desire 
of thee any reply." 

Bon Amador started up, dashing aside the 
arm of the attendant, who would have re- 
strained him. " Nay, nay ! Geraldine ! my 
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beloved I speak not thus harshly ! Tell me 
not that he hath all thy love. He, my foe ! 
By San lago 1 I hate him ! how I hate him ! 
Would that I could tear from out his quiver- 
ing side the heart that hath dared to throb 
for thee ! " 

His once powerful hand clutched at the air 
as though tearing it, a livid hue gleamed in 
his face, and the large fierce eyes seemed as 
if they would dart forth from their sockets. 
"Tell him," he shouted rather than spoke, 
while he gnashed his teeth in fury, " tell him 
I loathe him ! I despise him ! yea, I will come 
myself to fling back his words in his throat, 
though I come in my death throes. Tell him 
1 come, and my cry is *Geraldine and Spain!' 
my token a tress of Geraldine's bright hair ! 
By San lago I I '' 

The words died in his throat. He fell back. 
A deep crimson stream poured forth from his 
side. 

Geraldine had already quitted the chamber. 

In terror I summoned a servitor, and sent 
an urgent message to the leech and to Father 
Philip. Also I hasted to pour cordial drops 
upon the wan lips of Don Amador, whiles his 
attendant and Kathleen did their endeavour 
to stanch the blood. Methought the leech 
would never come. 
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At length Don Amador opened his eyes, 
and fixed them on me. Their glassy bright- 
ness haunteth me yet in the silence of night. 
'* Kind Mistress Philippa," he gaspjed, " thou 
alone hast not forsaken me. Thou hast be- 
friended me far beyond my merits. Heaven 
bless thee!" 

His voice failed, but his languid hand raised 
my fingers to his lips. Shortly after he spake 
again. "Thou art avenged, Catalina. Poor 
Catalina!" And yet once more he spake, 
" Thanks, kind Mistress Philippa !" 

Now when Father Philip and the leech 
came in, the latter spake some few words in a 
low tone unto the father, who incontinently 
kneeled in prayer. Nor could Kathleen and 
myself refrain from kneeling together to pray 
for the dying knight. He spake no more. 
Yet once methought he strove again to clench 
his hand and to murmur words of defiance. 
Anon a milder light overspread his face, and 
it seemed as though he tried to frame his lips 
to utter softer words, it might be words of 
confession and prayer. Good Father Philip 
bent his ear close ; and then hasted to whisper 
calm, low words in the ear of the knight ; 
when lo ! one deep, gurgling sob, and the 
spirit of the strong man had departed. 
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When I was alone in my chamber my 
heart-strings seemed ready to break ; yea, I 
had well-nigh breathed the impious wish that 
I might likewise die ere morn, ere I should 
either betray my unhappy secret to Geraldine, 
or remain by her side day by day, hiding 
from her one dark corner of my heart. Again 
I determined rather to let that heart break 
than to wound hers by permitting her to 
know that he who had lain waste her life had, 
alas ! won my love ; yea, I blushed to own it 
to myself, had won it unbidden, unasked : 
alas ! I blushed to think how sweet those words 
of thanks from his dying lips had been unto 
my heart. And, anon, with memory of them 
came also the remembrance of those other 
words, " Thou art avenged, Catalina ! Poor 
Catalina!" Who might this Catalina be? 
Was she some haughty Spanish maiden left 
to pine and die ? Alas ! alas ! 



Walter was yet alive at early morn. With 
the first break of day I softly unclosed the 
door of the chamber, where he still lay in a 
stupor. Geraldine was kneeling by his couch, 
her face upraised with a look of agonized en- 
treaty that I could not bear to gaze upon. 
Thomas was by her side, Vv\s ^xta Mfex^s^xs. 

K 
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around her to support her, while Geoffrey 
kneeled sobbing by her other side. Certes, 
to Thomas I knew that my presence could 
give nought but pain, nor could I be of any 
assistance to my loved Geraldine. Where- 
fore I closed the door again with gentleness, 
and withdrew once more to mine own cham- 
ber, to commune alone with mine own heart 
Verily the misery of that season hath never 
passed away. It liveth ever, the life-long 
companion of my pilgrimage on earth. On a 
sudden, the door of my chamber opened, and 
Geraldine threw herself on my breast in a 
passion of grief 




IX. 




jUT Providence dealt kindly with my 
sweet cousin, and gladness was in 
store for her tender, loving heart. 

Worn out with grief and anxiety, she had 
thrown herself upon her couch, where me- 
thought she lay still sleeping long after the 
birds had ended their first morning song. 
But when her old nurse entered she opened 
her eyes. 

Margery saw that she had awakened, and 
went up to her, saying, " I have brought glad 
tidings, sweetheart. The fever that was a- 
consuming the life of thy true knight hath 
abated, and within the last half hour he hath 
fallen into a healthful sleep." 

"What sayest thou, dear Margery," ex- 
claimed Geraldine, starting from her couch. 
" Now heaven be praised !" But at the next 
instant she fell back wearily, saying, " But no, 
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this cannot be! Mine own eyes beheld the 
pallors of death. Dear Margery, kind Mar- 
gery, deceive me not;" 

Then did Margery declare unto us how 
that she spake the truth, and she bade Geral- 
dine be of good cheer. Likewise she told us 
that Sir Walter had but fallen into a great 
swound when that Geraldine had thought him 
dead, and how that it was no marvel that she 
had been thus frighted, seeing that even the 
leech himself had well nigh been of like mind. 
Nathless, so it was that Sir Walter had re- 
vived ; and a potion having been administered 
unto him by the leech, he had thereafter 
fallen into this most blessed and comforting 
sleep, in the which the fever was rapidly 
abating. 

Geraldine greatly desired to see him ; but 
Margery strictly forbade her, saying that she 
would herself come to advertise her sweet 
mistress when that she might again visit the 
chamber of the wounded knight. 

During this recital of Margery, mine own- 
heart was strangely stirred by mingled emo- 
tions. Wherefore I hasted to quit the cham- 
ber ; saying in my excuse that I would fain 
fly to acquaint the Lady Eleanor with these 
tidings, which must needs bring unto her 
great joy of heart. 
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I had scarce entered the corridor that 
leadeth to her apartments ere I was startled 
by the sudden apparition of Kathleen, who 
glided noiselessly from the recess hard by. 
She put her finger to her lip in token of 
silence ; then she drew nigh unto me and 
whispered in mine ear, " I intreat of thee, 
kind Mistress Philippa, that thou wouldest 
grant me private speech with thee on this 
night, at the hour of eleven. *Tis for thine 
own sake. I will watch for thee in the 
alcove nigh unto the entrance of the vaulted 
passage." 

Ere I could make answer she had vanished. 

I wondered much what her words might 
mean ; and an hundred wild phantasies passed 
before my mind's eye in the few moments that 
passed ere I was admitted into the apartment 
of the Lady Eleanor. 

Methought she received mewith even greater 
tenderness than was her wont ; and pressed me 
with unusual fervour to her heart, when she 
uttered her daily benediction : " God keep 
thee this day, my child !" Thus for a moment 
I feared lest she had become aware of my 
secret But at the next moment my fears 
were at rest ; for she spake no word of the past 
night, and the greater portion of her converse 
had regard to Geraldine. 
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Geraldine likewise repaired betimes to the 
apartments of the Lady Eleanor ; and certes, 
we passed well-nigh the entire day there, and 
the Lord Robert Bagod seemed to delight to 
linger there also. 

Early in the morn Sir Walter de la Brett, 
the Lord of Rathfarnham, arrived at our 
Castle, having been advertised of that which 
had happened by a messenger sent unto him 
by Geoffrey. 

He had scarce entered the hall ere an 
horseman appeared from the city of Dublin, 
with the tidings that a great fire had raged in 
the city on the past evening, and that grievous 
damage had thereby befallen divers messuages 
appertaining unto the nunnery of S. Mary de 
Hogges. Likewise that the stone house be- 
longing unto the Lord Robert Bagod, which 
standeth nigh unto S. Werburgh's gate, 
had been in great peril, and that its appur- 
tenances in wood had been destroyed. Also 
that the Church of S. Werburgh was burnt to 
the ground ; and much desolation caused in 
that portion of the city situate nigh unto the 
gate of S. Werburgh. 

Certes this feast of S. Colomb was one 
never to be forgot by any among us. 

Thomas, my cousin, rode forth into the 
city on the instant, to bear messages from us 
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to my pious kinswoman the Lady Abbess of 
S. Mary de Hogges ; also he desired to ascer- 
tain more fully what damage had been done. 

Thus we did not see him until nightfall, 
and were in much anxiety throughout the day 
as to what his tidings might be* Nor were 
we much reassured when he returned. For 
albeit the stone house had escaped, much 
damage had been done; and, which thing 
grieved us the most, the Lady Abbess had 
been much affrighted, and Thomas said she 
had the look of one who was on the eve of 
some sore sickness. 

Once on that day the Lord Robert Bagod 
and Sir Walter, the Lord of Rathfarnham, 
would have bade Geraldine and myself that we 
should relate unto them all that had happened 
on the evening before. But the Lady Eleanor 
interposed, and entreated them to speak no 
word thereof; for that she listed not to talk 
of scenes of horror, they did ever make her 
heart so sad. 

Did she then perceive the tears that, despite 
myself, would glisten in mine eyes.^ Kind 
Lady Eleanor ! I can never repay thee thy 
love and tenderness. 

On the same evening, at the instant in which 
the horloge gave warning of the hour of eleven, 
I proceeded softly, and with all caution, to 



Dundrum Castle, 137 

the point at which steps began for our ascent, 
Kathleen said, " Let us halt here for a moment, 
Mistress Philippa, whiles that I tell thee 
wherefore we are come." She then related unto 
me how that the indignation of the servitors 
within the Castle had been so great against 
Don Amador de Puerto-Carrero that Father 
Philip had caused the corse of the Spanish 
knight to be conveyed secretly by means of 
the vaulted passage into the church. The 
attendant, who had faithfully watched his 
master, had urgently intreated of Father 
Philip that the corse of his master should be 
placed in security before he departed to ride 
into the city of Dublin to advertise the friends 
of Don Amador in that city of what had 
befallen. Likewise Father Philip desired not 
that men should have it to say how that the 
dead (albeit a foe) had been insulted in the 
Castle of the Lord Robert Bagod. 

This, therefore, was the cause wherefore we 
were come! The blood chased quickly 
through my veins as I asked myself an it 
were possible this brain-sick girl could have 
divined the secret of my heart. 

We mounted the ascending steps, and 
entered the Church by a low door imme- 
diately behind the high altar. A thrill of 
awe passed over me, for truly it was a most 
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solemn scene. On a bier overspread with red 
sendal lay Don Amador; he was covered 
over with a snow-white sheet which hung 
down on all sides, and beneath which I could 
trace the outline of his manly figure. The 
tapers around burned dimly, fit watchers of 
the dead. Kathleen cast off her mantle; her 
long fair hair fell like a veil around her face, 
more colourless even than her robe. I started 
as I looked at her : she also seemed to belong 
to the unknown world. 

We uncovered the warrior: he lay there 
in fearful calm : the fire in his eye quenched 
for ever, the lips closed for ever that ere- 
while had poured forth such passionate entrea- 
ties. Alas ! alas ! Yet even at that moment 
did I feel how that death had bound him 
unto me the more closely. Yea, life might 
and would have severed us ; but the bond 
formed by death no power could loose. 
Wherefore I kneeled by his side with deep 
emotion, and even as I prayed, methought 
soft strains of music floated around the Holy 
Sanctuary. How long I prayed thus I know 
not At length Kathleen touched me gently, 
and spake thus in low, soft tones: "Sweet 
lady, death hath strangely joined thee and me 
in sorrow. I know thy secret. Thou, too, 
hdist loved this noble km^\.. "^^.-^ , ^tart not ! 
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I am not jealous of thee now. Here, in the 
presence of all that remaineth of him whom 
my soul hath worshipped, here do I thank 
thee, with all my heart, for that thou didst 
permit me to aid in soothing his dying mo- 
ments." She seized my hand, and pressing 
it with hers on the cold, cold fingers folded 
over the breast of the knight, she murmured 
in broken accents, — " Lady, forgive my way- 
ward words. Thou, too, hast loved. Thou 
knowest the wilful moods of a loving heart. 
Thou, too, hast loved in vain. Yet hast thou 
never known what 'tis to see the love that 
sued for thine grow cold and die. Woe's me! 
woe*s me!** With these words she fell con- 
vulsively on the breast of the knight with 
stifled groans of anguish. Also mine own 
heart was rent with contending emotions ; yet 
in that sacred place I durst not dwell on 
thoughts of mine own earthly love ! yea, in 
mine agony of mind, Heaven sent unto me 
words of prayer for the spirit hurried from 
earth, and with them came a calm unto mine 
own heart 

We watched in the Church until early dawn ; 
but with the first gleam of day-break Kath- 
leen whispered that we must begone forth- 
with. Hastily we wrapped us in our mantles, 
and Kathleen unlocked the door into t\v^ '^•^%- 
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sage, entreating me to come quickly. Yet 
could I not forbear to gaze once more on the 
closed eyes, nor refrain to sever one curl from 
the clustering locks that overshadowed the 
pallid brow. Heaven forgive me if I did wrong ! 
Thus I bade my last adieu to him, my first and 
only love ! With lingering steps I followed 
Kathleen. " Haste thee, dear Mistress Philippa, 
I entreat," said she ; " Father Philip en- 
joined me strictly that earliest dawn should 
find my vigil ended." Silently and sadly we 
closed the door, and retraced our steps along 
the vaulted passage. When we had descended 
the steps from the Church, Kathleen sate 
down and asked of me that I would tarry 
some few moments. 

" Dear Mistress Philippa," thus she spake, 
" I would fain tell thee all that is in mine 
heart. Said he not, Catalina, ere he died ? " 

"Yea, he said, 'poor Catalina ![" 

"Ay; once he loved Catalina. Once he 
was wont to pass his hand over my hair, and 
say that he loved its golden ripples above all 
the gorgeous dark tresses of Spanish maidens. 
Ay, how oft beneath the shades of the orange 
grove, hath he entreated for one look of love, 
one pledge of eternal truth !" 

Poor Kathleen seemed to forget that any 
was near, and commetvced ^.'a >i\Q\\'!^ ^^eaking 
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to herself, "Yea, Amador, my beloved, have 
we not wandered together amid the halls of 
that wondrous palace that shall be the glory of 
the world ? Hast thou not sworn to me that 
even its massive courts shall be less enduring 
than thy love? Hast thou not sworn that 
Spanish rose shall cease to glow, and Spanish 
sun to shine, e'er Amador de Puerto-Carrero 
can change ? Yea, I have given thee all mine 
heart. Wherefore hast thou left me, beloved 
one ? Return, return. Nay, thou art not, 
canst not be dead. ' Poor Catalina ! ' said 
he.-^ nay, rich Catalina, happy Catalina, sith 
thou takest thought for her." 

She then said some words in a foreign 
tongue, rocking herself to and fro the whiles ; 
and ever and anon a deep sob burst forth 
from her breast, albeit no tear was in her 
eye. 

Methought my cup of misery had been full 
before ; yet was it but empty until now. I 
would fain have deemed Kathleen's tale un- 
true; yet, alas! I could not forget how that 
he had said, " Thou art avenged, Catalina ! 
Poor Catalina!" The words rung still in 
mine ears. I could do nought but echo them, 
"Poor Catalina!" 

" Thanks, dear lady," she said : " thy voice 
sounds kind. I love to heai tVifc^ ^"a.^ '' ^-^iX-Sk.- 
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The Lady Eleanor asked then of Alice what 
this might mean, and what this could be that 
the damsel desired to seek. Alice replied 
that she knew not. But being urgently re- 
quested thereto by the Lady Eleanor she 
related unto us the history of Kathleen's life, 
in so far as she herself was acquaint there- 
with. She said that Kathleen was not in 
truth her daughter, save by adoption ; nor 
did she know to what family the maiden 
belonged : but by her nurture and her skill 
in all the more delicate arts, she had ever 
deemed her to be of noble birth. Further- 
more, Alice said that the way in which the 
damsel came unto her was this. While that 
Alice and her husband were in Spain, in the 
service of the Count and Countess de la Field, 
it chanced on one day that Alice was intreated 
by one with whom she was well acquaint, to 
come and see a damsel who was sick in a hut 
hard by, and would not be controlled by any, 
insomuch as her sickness was that of the 
brain. Alice went thither, and so soon as 
the maiden fixed her eyes upon the visitor 
she fell into a fit of weeping, and clung unto 
her, saying some words in an unknown tongue. 
Alice spake kindly unto her, and asked her 
whence she had come, and who were her 
parents. But the maideiv i^^ll^dthat she had 
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no parents. But when Alice asked of her 
again whence she had come, and spake unto 
her of returning to her home, the damsel 
went into so grievous a passion of tears and 
sobs that Alice had much ado to pacify her. 
Wherefore she forbore to speak again on that 
subject. All that she could learn from the 
damsel was that her name was Catalina, that 
she had lived all her life in Spain, but that 
she had heard say that her mother had been 
a northern lady of rank and beauty. Catalina 
either did not know her name, or would not 
tell it. Wherefore Alice asked of the maiden 
whether she would come with her, to which 
Catalina gave a glad consent, saying that she 
would be unto Alice as a daughter. Where- 
fore Alice adopted her, and they loved each 
other dearly. Thus, when shortly after, the 
husband of Alice died, and she herself returned 
with the Countess de la Field to this country, 
and afterwards came to live with her brother, 
she brought Catalina with her, changing her 
name to Kathleen, for that she said it was 
more familiar to her tongue than the foreign 
words. 

Alice seemed broken in spirit when she told 
her tale, for she loved Kathleen as a daughter : 
also the maiden had been very dutiful and 
loving unto her. 

L 



146 Legend of 

The Lady Eleanor sought for Lord Robert 
Bagod and his son Thomas ; and they also 
spake with Alice, and despatched messengers 
forthwith to make search for Kathleen ; but 
they returned without success, neither hath 
Kathleen been heard of again until this day. 
Poor Catalina ! 

♦ * * ♦ » 

Sir Walter de la Brett recovered rapidly. 
Geraldine passed the greater portion of her 
days by his side, singing with her lute, and 
wiling away the hours with all the pretty arts 
she knew so well. Thus it came to pass that 
I passed my days chiefly with mine uncle 
and the Lady Eleanor, they twain seeming to 
cling the more closely unto me as the time for 
the espousals of Walter and Geraldine drew 
more nigh. The name of Don Amador de 
Puerto-Carrero was not spoken by them, and 
methought it was well-nigh forgot. 

At length the bridal day dawned, and the 
feast was once more spread in the halL Yet 
was all ordered so wisely by the Lady Eleanor, 
that there was nought in the arranging of the 
hall, pr of the banquet, that could call to 
mind what erst had been. On the eve of this 
day of rejoicing, the Lady Eleanor had sum- 
moned me unto her, and with many kind 
words and gestures, she told me how that she 
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had divined the. secret of my heart. Then 
she asked me an it were so that Geraldine 
knew thereof? To this I replied nay, and 
that I desired not that she should learn it. 
And thus it came to pass that the Lady 
Eleanor did ask, and I did promise that I 
would bear myself bravely throughout the 
day, and would take mine appointed seat at 
the banquet, if so be that I could control my 
feelings thereat. 

The feast was at its height when some little 
confusion was seen at the further end of the 
hall, and a voice was heard to say, " Nay ! 
none shall withhold me from paying my 
homage to my dear master, and to his fair 
bride." 

" By my halidome ! " cried the Lord Robert 
Bagod, "an that be thy business, come hither, 
whosoever thou art." 

The servitors made way, and a taiU man, 
with a buxom lass leaning on his arm, advanced 
towards Sir Walter de la Brett 

"Gyles Purcell!" exclaimed Sir Walter. 
" Gyles Purcell ! Whence comest thou, and 
how comest thou hither,'who wast unfaithful 
to thy trust?" 

"Nay, my liege, I was not unfaithful," 
replied Gyles. " I defended my trust to the 
last ; nor was it until wounded and inseasMe^ 
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I was plunged into the sea by the craven 
Spaniard that he was enabled to wrest the 
packet from me." 

"Base churl that he was!" muttered Walter, 
and methinks his ire would have found vent 
in louder and hotter words, had not my kind 
cousin, Thomas, interrupted him by saying : 

"And prithee, good Gyles/ tell us howdidst 
thou escape from the waves, and who is the 
gay companion thou hast found to cheer thee 
on thy way ? " 

"This is Rose Purcell, my wife, most wor- 
shipful Sir Thomas Bagod," Gyles made 
answer. "It was her father who discovered 
me, and bare me to his own home, where he 
dressed my wounds, and entertained me with 
much kindness until such time as I was 
enabled to travel in quest of my master. 
Weakness made me soon weary, and thus it 
came to pass that many weeks had gone by 
ere I reached Annandale. When I arrived 
there, I learned that my master had returned 
hither. Wherefore I also followed him, and 
did but tarry a short space on the road to 
claim the promise of my dear Rose. Three 
days agone we became man and wife, and are 
now come hither to offer our humble homage 
to my dear master and to the fair Lady 
Geraldine." 
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*'A health to Gyles Purcell, and to the 
bonny Rose his bride!" exclaimed Walter. 
" Long life and happiness to them ! Right 
glad are we to behold you. Fair ladies, and 
ye gallants all, drink a health to Gyles 
Purcell and his lovely Rose. Nay, blush not 
thus, sweet Rose, *tis but thy due." 

Seats were then provided for Gyles Purcell 
and Rose at the further end of the hall ; and 
the little interruption served but to give a 
new zest unto the festivities, which continued 
until a late hour, and in which the voice of 
Geoffrey was one of the most forward, as was 
ever his wont. He it was who danced most 
often with the brides, and he it was who at 
intervals was the busiest in whispering to 
Gyles Purcell, and doubtless asking of him 
many things which it availed him but little to 
know. Certes it pleased me to behold Gyles 
Purcell alive, and in good case, for albeit from 
the knightly word of Don Amador pledged 
unto Geraldine, I knew that he had done the 
man no mischief, yet did I much misdoubt 
an Geraldine were of like mind. Now, me- 
thinks, none can gainsay the word of the 
noble knight, sith its veracity hath been thus 
openly proved. 

Thus was the happiness of Walter and 
Geraldine completed ; and none were gloomy 
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at heart amid the general rejoicings save my 
cousin Thomas and myself. 

Now Thomas had been alway restless and 
uneasy in mind from the time of that fatal 
night And at length he craved to speak 
with me privately. 

When that we were alone, he opened his 
mind unto me thus : " Dear cousin," quoth he, 
" I have desired speech of thee that I may 
tell thee of my resolve to depart hence. I 
would fain say my parting words unto thee 
in thine own ear alone." 

"Nay, Thomas," I made answer, "depart 
not for me. Think of thy father, of the Lady 
Eleanor, of our beloved Geraldine. Nay, stay 
thou here. I will return unto my kind kins- 
woman at the Abbey of S. Mary." 

" Not so," he made answer. " It were not 
possible for me to abide here. Tidings have 
reached me that my brother William is already 
on his way hither, wherefore my place will be 
more than supplied. Moreover I cannot tarry 
here." 

"Not if I depart?" 

" Nay, my cousin. Now that hope is crushed 
for ever, I could ill brook to remain here, where 
every tree and every flower speaketh unto 
me of thee. Philippa, Philippa, my cousin ! 
wherefore didst thou throw away thy love on 
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one unworthy of thee?" He spake thick and 
hurriedly. " Hadst thou loved a true knight 
of noble mind, methinks I might have borne 
it : for I could have dreamed thee happy. 
But this Don Amador!" 

"Thomas, Thomas," I entreated, "reproach 
me not !" 

" I reproach thee ! Nay, not reproach !" 

"Hear me, my cousin!" I cried. "Verily, 
until that fearful night, I knew not the reason 
wherefore I could not requite thy love. It 
was not until that night that the secret of my 
heart was made manifest unto myself. I 
speak truth, Thomas, when I tell thee that 
mine unwary love hath brought me bitter 
punishment. Yea, I loved, albeit my love was 
not sued for ; yea, I love, albeit I know the 
object of my love to have been unworthy. 
These are bitter, bitter thoughts. A blight 
lieth for ever upon my life: a long, weary 
road of loveless existence lieth before me. 
Thomas, thou wert ever kind. Add not to 
my deep grief." 

" I desire not to add thereto, dear cousin," 
replied Thomas ; " ra-ther would I that I could 
diminish therefrom. But that which hath 
blighted thy life hath blighted mine also ; and 
an thy thoughts be' bitter, mine are not the 
less so." 



152 Legend of 

"And whither goest thou ?" I asked. 

" I go first to seek for poor Kathleen : this 
have I promised to old Alice. She much 
misdoubteth her that the poor maiden hath 
gone back to her own land. Alice saith 
Kathleen was ever eager when she caught a 
glimpse of the Southern knight. Also on the 
night whereon she did offer her servicers in 
attending upon him she was much excited, 
nor would she be gainsaid. Alice, on further 
reflection, thinketh that he must have recalled 
unto her her early life in some sort, and must 
thus have aroused within her a wild craving 
for her native country. Also Alice saith that 
Kathleen was the only person who saw the 
Spanish knight arrive on that fatal night, 
save and except the villain at the postern by 
the mill, who was bribed by Don Amador, and 
who hath now been dealt with according to 
his deserts, he having been compelled to con- 
fess his guilt. Alice saith further that Kath- 
leen could not be restrained from going forth 
on that night ; yet did she seem, whiles that 
Alice had her in sight, to try to conceal her- 
self from view." 

I bethought me of the misty form I had 
beheld as I returned to the castle; but I spake 
nought thereof. I asked Thomas what he 
knew of the events of that night in which 
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Kathleen was thus strangely mingled. He 
proceeded with his tale: "Geoffrey it was who 
related unto me how that he and Walter had 
ridden hither to bring tidings of the fire, and 
to advertise my father of the peril in which 
his stone house, and also the Abbey of S. 
Mary de Hogges stood. They had scarce 
ridden half way across the court-yard, when a 
figure robed in white, and with long golden 
hair flowing around her suddenly appeared in 
their path. This must have been Kathleen, 
She cried earnestly to them to stop, saying, 
' Halt ye ! Fly quickly to the islet, arid thence 
to the postern ! Fly, fly, save the Lady 
Geraldine. Fly, ere it be too late.* They 
could scarce tell an she were a spirit or no ; 
but she seized their bridles, exhorting them 
still to save Geraldine. Wherefore Walter 
fled with all speed in the direction pointed by 
her, also Geoffrey hasted after him ; and thus 
it was that Walter appeared in the moment of 
greatest need. I myself knew not thereof; 
but whiles I was conducting the Lady Eleanor 
I heard thy voice, my cousin, as it were, iii 
distress, wherefore I commended the Lady 
Eleanor to the care of her gentlewoman, and 
hastened to fly to thine aid." 

"Alas! cousin Thomas," I said, "*twere 
better thou hadst not been there." 
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" Let us not speak thereof, dear cousin," he 
said. "*Twas well for me to learn at once 
how hopeless was my love." 

He spake with more of bitterness than I 
had ever heard him use, and the tones pierced 
to my inmost heart. 

"Forgive me, dear cousin," I said, "the 
injury that I have unwittingly done unto 
thee. I am all unworthy of love like thine. 
Forgive me, and an it be possible, forget thy 
love for me." 

"Forget.^ Nay, nay, Philippa. He that 
hath loved as I have can never forget. The 
wound is too deep for forgetfulness. Yet 
would I bid thee, an thou shouldest ever need 
a strong arm to protect thee, to summon me 
to thy side, if I be within distance of thy 
call. Thou shalt not call in vain. Thy 
mournful secret dwelleth safely locked in my 
breast. Heaven bless thee, dear cousin 1 Fare 
thee well!" 

I could scarce command my voice to bid 
Heaven bless him, or to say adieu. 

At early dawn on the morrow he departed. 
After that he was gone I repeated his words 
again and again, and then did I first perceive 
the change that had come over him ; how that 
he had spoken no tenderer word than "cousin, 
dear cousin." Mine heart told me that now he 
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would not have my love an he could. How 
had I blighted his life even as I had blighted 
mine own ! 

Walter and Geraldine have gone to the 
castle of Rathfarnham, to the great joy of 
its lord, that they may abide there for a short 
space ere they proceed to England. They 
will not tarry in these parts long, for Walter 
hath many friends in that country, and his 
impatience is great to present his sweet Geral- 
dine unto our gracious Queen Marguerite, who 
hath an eager longing to behold her. More- 
over, the queen hath sent unto Geraldine, by 
the hand of a special messenger, a token of her 
kindness towards her, in a brooch of rare value, 
wherein doth lie concealed a wondrous fair 
picture of our good queen herself, curiously 
wrought by the hand of one of those stranger 
painters at whose works all men do wonder 
with so great an admiration. 

Also a message hath arrived for me from 
my kinswoman, the Lady Abbess of S. Mary 
de Hogges, announcing that she is sick axid 
doth urgently desire my attendance. Thomas 
was right. On that fearful eve of S. Colomb 
she was overmuch frighted by the fire that 
raged around her; also she received a chill 
from the night air, whiles that she was over- 
looking the measures needful to be taken for 
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the protecting of her house. Wherefore I 
am impatient to go unto her. Likewise the 
mode of life that existeth in the abbey is most 
soothing and peaceful, and, methinks, many 
a gay dame might envy the happiness of them 
that dwell therein. Wherefore I shall do mine 
endeavour to make some short visit there now 
and again. My pious kinswoman would fain 
have me return thither altogether. Yet 
greatly as I love her, I much mislike the 
thought of quitting my kind uncle, and the 
Lady Eleanor. Of a verity they have a 
claim on my love, and do greatly need the 
care which also I delight to give them. Like- 
wise there is somewhat of soothing unto 
mine heart in this old tower, and in these 
scenes alike of my greatest happiness and 
deepest woe. Wherefore I do but purpose to 
abide for the space of some few days at the 
Abbey of S. Mary, and afterward to return 
hither to be as a daughter unto my loving kins- 
folk, if so be I may, in some degree, atone to 
them for the loss of our sweet Geraldine. 

The Lord Robert saith he feareth that this 
will be but a dull home. Alas ! earth is all 
dull unto me now, and all places are alike. 
Methinks there will be some soothing in the 
thought that I may pay my devotions at that 
same shrine where I held my midnight vigil 



Dundrum Castle. 157 

beside him whom my soul hath loved, and 
may kneel before the altar and pray beside 
the spot where he lay for the repose of his 
soul. 

But life is uncertain ; wherefore, ere I de- 
part on the morrow for the Abbey of S. Mary, 
I shall deposit in the recess behind the tapestry 
this my tale of my loved Geraldine, which I 
have writ ; to the intent that they who may 
come hereafter to this castle may know the 
trial which she hath undergone, and may 
likewise hold in honoured memory the name 
of Bagod de la Brett for the kindness and 
affection evidenced by this generation for their 
humble and unworthy kinswoman. 

Fain would I also bury the past in the 
recesses beneath the tapestry, together with the 
recital thereof. Yea, such shall be mine en- 
deavour in so far as is concerned the begin- 
ning of a new life, to be devoted to the kind 
hearts that look to me for solace and cheering. 
Also my beloved Geraldine hath given me 
her aid. For ere she quitted us, she brought 
me to her chamber, and besought me to oc- 
cupy it as mine own; and, for her sake, to 
accept the silver crucifix before which she had 
been wont to pray. Twas there we took our 
farewell ere she departed ; and, verily, the 
smiles shone through her tears like flowers 
gleaming *neath the dewdrops. 
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Perchance, also, this our farewell may have 
been a token of good ; it may be that some 
light shall yet flicker here through the dark- 
ness of mine heart. 

♦ * # * ' * 



Thus endeth the writing of the Mistress 
Philippa Rochfort. 





X. 



HAVE said that the writing of the 
Mistress Philippa Rochfort (or the 
Lady Philippa, as it beseemeth me 
rather to call her, seeing that she died as the 
Lady Abbess of the Nunnery of S. Mary de 
Hogges) endeth here- And so it doth ; for 
verily the page which succeedeth hath re- 
ceived such injuries from the ravages of time 
and damp, that mine eyes may not decipher 
the characters. Also, methinks, she hath now 
writ all that had need to be writ ; and it is 
like enough that this latter page was but filled 
with some of those unneedful words and sen- 
tences in which even the best and most skilled 
of women do take delight- Certes, sith hea- 
ven hath willed its destruction, it is not for 
me, the humble Geoffrey Bagod, to imagine 
that there could be aught in it that might be 
of benefit. 

Yet it may be that some may desire to 
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know furtlier of the personages <^ whom die 
writing of the Lady Hiilippa hath treated 
Wherefore I will in a few words append sodi 
information concerning them as has come 
within my ken, whether from personal know- 
ledge, or from the lips of veracious authorities^ 

Kathleen or Catalina never returned to 
poor Alice. But Roger Cautock hath told me 
how that he hath heard say that Sir Thomas 
Bagod, in some of his wanderings, came to 
some town in Granada (verily, I mind not the 
name of these foreign places), in the which he 
found some trace of her. For there men did 
speak unto him of a fair girl with golden hair, 
and robed in pure white, who did always 
wander about in search of one whom she 
found not Abo they said that none could 
prevail on her to abide in any house, nor 
to take rest or shelter, save in the woods 
and groves. She unceasingly travelled to and 
fro, saying nought but the words, "Amador, 
Amador, Catalina seeketh thee ! Come to 
poor Catalina ! " 

Yet Sir Thomas Bagod could never discover 
her. It may have been that she may have 
obtained sight of him when he knew it not, 
and have fled from him. 

Of Sir Thomas Bagod it is said that he 
roamed about in divers places during many 
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years, and performed high deeds of chivalry. 
Also it IS certain that he joined the army of 
our good King Edward in France ; and Roger 
Cantock saith that he hath heard, and that 
upon veracious authority (for he hath brave 
friends in many parts), that Sir Thomas 
Bagod wooed and won a Spanish lady of rare 
beauty and high degree. And methinks this 
cannot but be true ; for, albeit he deemed that 
Mistress Philippa had broke his heart and 
blighted his life, yet all men do know how 
that it is not the wont of the more lordly sex 
to nourish their griefs weakly. Yea, and that 
which one woman hath broke, it is but right 
that another of her sex should labour to 
mend. Wherefore I doubt not that Roger 
Cantock speaketh truth. 

Of Mistress Philippa Rochfort, many good 
deeds have been recorded. Whiles that she 
dwelt with the Lord Robert Bagod de la 
Rath, she was famed for her acts of goodness 
and of piety. Thus in that year of great 
famine, the year of grace 1308, it is on record 
how that with her own hands she doled out 
food unto the poor, on every Sunday and 
Thursday throughout many months. Like- 
wise I have heard other and divers histories of 
her works of charity, the which are too nu- 
merous and too long to recount. After the 

M 
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demise of her uncle, the Lord Robert Bagod, 
and of the pious Lady Eleanor, she retreated 
into the Nunnery of S. Mary de Hogges, of 
which house she became the Lady Abbess. 
Her rule was strict, yet was she kind, es- 
pecially unto the younger members of her 
house, and unto all who sought her aid in 
seasons of trouble. 

To this day there remaineth in this Castle 
of Dundrum the silver crucifix before which 
she was wont to prostrate herself in the early 
days of her grief. Men do say that even to 
this present a bright light from heaven shineth 
around this crucifix on S. Colomb's night ; 
that night on the which she held her vigil for 
the soul of the knight before the altar in yonder 
church. Likewise they do say that if any 
who be in sorrow of heart do prostrate them- 
selves before it during the shining of that 
light, they do forthwith receive great comfort 
unto their souls. But of this I speak not with 
certainty. For of a verity I do feel mine own 
self to be too great a sinner to profane what 
was once the sanctuary of the pious Mistress 
Philippa with mine unhallowed steps on that 
sacred night. Alas ! belike such heavenly 
shining might be all too bright for my weak 
mortal eyes. 
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Of Sir Walter de la Brett and the fair Lady 
Geraldine his wife, methinks it is needless for 
me to speak, sith all who are acquaint with 
the records of the court of the great King 
Edward must have heard even more tales of 
the beauty of the one and of the bravery of 
the other than have reached this our distant 
land. 

Thus have I brought my writing to an end. 
And an it hath cost mine aged fingers much 
pain and toil in the transcribing, and my wits 
some labour also, yet will I not deny that it 
hath afforded me some small meed of satis- 
faction likewise. For the old castle hath now 
passed to another name, and, verily, I alone 
am left of the name of Bagod in this place. 
Wherefore it pleaseth me to assure myself 
how that even of me, the last and lowliest of 
the name, men shall hereafter have some 
word of praise to speak. Fain would I have 
been remembered as having been somewhat 
nobler than the mere recorder of that which 
hath befallen others of this family and castle ; 
yet is even such remembrance as this better 
than to be utterly forgot. Also it hath cost 
me as many weary hours as any conflict of 
mine early youth. Moreover, 'tis not every 
member, even of the honoured house of Bagod, 
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who would have had the ability to pen these 
pages. Wherefore I will be content 

G. B. 



NOTE. 

The prophecy of Catalina was strangely fulfilled 
It is said that at the time of the suppression of the 
monasteries by Henry VIII., two monks and two nuns, 
brothers and sisters, took refuge in the Castle of Dun- 
drum, and remained there until the day of their death. 
They are still spoken of in the neighbourhood as the 
" Holy Family." 

Nothing remains now of the castle but the shell of 
the ivy-covered tower. 

M. A. F. 



THE END. 
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